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Y.S.S. Ten Years On 


Aubrey Blunt, CBE (he had been 
hoping for a CB and had sometimes 
even dreamed of a K) pursed his 
lips. Then he underlined several 
items in the column produced by the 
Education Correspondent of ‘The 
Daily View’. Even though he knew 
Kenneth Wharton quite well, he was 
glad of the man’s support. He must 
make a note to take him to lunch 
quite soon. Though the Press could 
be a nuisance, if you handled them 
right, they could be a great help. He 
underlines ‘positive progress has 
been made’; ‘the moral rennaissance 
has begun’; ‘no more than they 
deserve.’ 

He studied the report of Mrs 
Appleby’s case with interest. 
Though she had lost, it seemed to 
him that certain weaknesses in the 
‘System’ had been exposed. It would 
be best to act before the House 
started to make a nuisance of itself. 
He spoke into the dictating machine 


From: Permanent Deputy Under- 
Secretary, YSS Div. Home Office. 
TO: R HERBERT; Chief Executive 
Officer, YSS Div., Home Office. 


MEMO 


m Although the Youth Services Act 
lays down a rule concerning the 
frequency of 18-stroke canings, it 
omits any reference to frequency of 
lesser punishments. Confidentially, 
in order to avoid trouble in the 
House, I propose to issue the 
following Directive to all 
Commanding Officers at Youth 
Service Centres: 


From the 31st March 1997, the 
procedures outlined below will be 
followed: 

Punishments 

18-stroke canings: No more than 
one a fortnight for boys. One a 
month for girls. 

12-stroke canings: No more than 
one a week for boys. One a fortnight 
for girls. 

6-stroke canings: Interval of 3 
days required. [Interval of one 
week required. 


I am issuing this Directive as a 
result of the Appleby case — when a 
girl received 24 strokes within 24 
hours. This matter, will be raised by 
M.P.’s, I fear. It is best for us to be 
prepared. Also, to keep discipline 
within reasonable bounds. Do not 
accept this as a criticism. All of you, 
I know, have been acting within the 
law. Simply, the law is not always 
completely explicit. 
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Please note that the above 
restrictions do not apply to Remedial 
Training Centres. These, for the 
time being, are kept closely under 
the surveillance of this Department 
and all papers relating to them are 
marked ‘Most Secret’. At the 
moment we are acting on an ‘ad hoc’ 
basis but legislation is being planned 
which will clarify the position. Since 
we are steadily gathering nationwide 
support, I feel sure we will have the 
backing for the law for all our 
procedures at these Centres within 
the next year. 

May I draw your attention to the 
article by the Education 
Correspondent in ‘The Daily View’. 
Quite encouraging, I think. 

Aubrey Blunt, CBE, switched off 
his recording and picked up a slip 
from his ‘IN’ Tray. It was a signal 
from the Naval Cadet Training 
Centre, Portsmouth (Girls’ Division) 
He frowned. It was late in the day for 
such a signal to arrive. He had 
recorded and approved four similar 
signals from different Centres that 
very morning. Surely the Navy 
couldn’t be getting slack! The signal 
read: 

From Commanding Officer, 

YSC Portsmouth 


It is my intention to assign Naval 
Cadet Lorna Bridges, to RTC 3 
for a period of seven days. She 
was charged with Repeated 
Insubordination and found guilty 
by me. Naval Cadet Bridges is 18 
years of age and has served six 
months at Portsmouth. In my 
view, she is still most unwilling 
to adapt to our disciplinary 
procedures. She received an 18- 
stroke caning some three weeks 
ago but this does not seem to 
have had the desired results. 
Accordingly, I request permis- 
sion for my sentence to be 
approved. 

DALTRY [Captain] 


Aubrey Blunt signed the 
Approval Form immediately. He 
knew that Daltry was a just man and 
would be reluctant to send any Cadet 
to a Remedial Training Centre. 
Unlike some other CO’s he could 
name! 

He put the Approval Form in his 
‘OUT’ Tray and picked up a folder 
off his desk, sighing as he did so. It 
contained requests from 12 of the 
CO’s of the 18 YSC’s under the 
Ministry’s control. He would have to 
deal with this matter soon. But was it 
politically wise at that moment? 
Would it not be better to wait 
another year or more...when the 


statistical results on the YSS would 
be even more striking? 

For, in that folder, were requests 
from 12 CO’s to increase the 
maximum number of strokes from 
18 to 24. 

It was a vexing problem. Very 
likely the increase was justified. On 
the other hand, one did not want to 
stir up a hornet’s nest. Nor did one 
want public opinion swinging 
against the System on the grounds of 
over-severity. Whatever results 
were being achieved. 

It might be best to get his 
secretary to arrange a meeting with 
the Minister himself so that he could 
get his views. Best to please one’s 
masters. Aubrey Blunt, CBE, left 
the Ministry by a side entrance and 
headed for his club. He looked a 
troubled man but, inside, he was 
deeply contented. He felt he was 
doing a job of National Importance. 
He considered himself a genuine 
Reformer. 

Beyond that, a few days 
previously, he had received a 
personal note from the Minister 
himself...in which it was suggested 
that he, as Permanent Deputy 
Under-Secretary for the Home Office 
(YSS Division) should make a series 
of visits to Youth Service Centres 
throughout the country, to report on 
how this experiment in Youth 
Rehabilitation was proceeding. 

It was, reflected Aubrey, with 
some satisfaction, a request he 
would have difficulty in refusing. 


aign to 
arn owl 


to protect the 


whose numbers 
ed in the past 
to be launched. 


Trust says the 
ai habitats and 
largely been GF 
+: odem intensiv: 

ods, and thou- 

tied every year by 


L8 


Dateline: 
Westminster 12th March 1997 


YOUTH SERVICE SCHEME 


by our Education 
Correspondent 


It is now å little over 4 
year since the controversial 
Youth Service Programme 
became law. ft will be 

red there was å stiff 
he Opposition to 
in the Bill 


and large, 
efforts to ‘water down’ the 
Bill were foiled. Fortunately 
so, in my view, and the Act, 
ds, seems to be 


d that work- 
computer skills 
e of the main 


However, acc 

CBI little has been 

in this direction. 

industry İS still 

behind the rest of the world 
for lack: of well-trained 
operatives in ‘craft’ areas. 


Progress 


However, in another of 
the programme’s main aims, 
there is evidence that 
positive progress has been 
made. This aim was to 
promote an awareness of 
moral standards by discip- 
lined education methods. It 

ally agreed that 
g decline i 


somehow to be 
Youth, both male 

, had to be set on 

a new pa h. The trend to 
reject the Establishment, 
school teaching and parental 
guidance, ad to be 
reversed. Otherwise, crime 
among youth — particularly 


Nation wou 
virtual anarchy- 
youth of 
tomorrow’S 
Fortunately, the Legislature 
recognised this a year ago 
and acted 
Figure 
Office (provi 
55% reducti 
against you 
65% reducti 
women. It is 
figures relating to 
crime will prove even more 
startling. 


Success 


Faced w 
able figures, 
opposed 


of writing, 

committed 

Act if electe 

Surely, however» 

is already known, 

be some wise heads in the 
Shadow Cabinet who will 
now remove this pledge from 
their next Election 
Manifesto. Much as some of 
the provisions of the Act may 
go against t in for 
them, surely 

simply ignore 

Office figures. 

As is well-known, it was 
the wholesale re-introduction 
of corporal punishment for 

d girls which 


*Barbaric', * A Return to the 
Dark Ages’; ‘Certain to 
Breed More Violence’, were 
the kind of accusations being 
hurled ground. Yet, on the 
facts, the exact opposite is 
the case. 

The “non-corporal 
punishment’ lobby had its 
heydey in Sixties, 
Seventies and Eighties. Look 

led us. It wou be 
n honest of the 
it did not now 


The tt up of 
Remedial Training Centres 
in recent months seems to be 
a successful move: This was 
mooted by the Department 


responsibl 

it was de 

legislation was required to 
As 


is simple. 

incorrigible of th 

are sent to the 

recei 

It is rare fo 

spend longe 

days in these establi 

and it does not app 
necessary that they should 
do so. 


Discipline Permitted 


Commanding Officers at 
the various Service Centres - 
Army, Navy: Land Girls, 
Domesti 
— are, of co 
to discipline tho 
charge. UP to 
strokes of the cane may be 
administered on the bare 


is understood, 
however, that this condition 
does not apply to the 
Remedial Training Centres 
but we believe that punish- 
ment can be awarded on any 
day that a Detainee remains 
there. e Department 
concerned has, to date, 
released few details as to the 
exact procedures in such 
Centres and, doubtless, 
certain members of the 
Opposition will soon be on 
their feet asking th 
‘Probing uestions’. 
should they? Is not the fact 
that the cheme is 
succeeding be sufficient unto 
itself? That some youngsters 
of either sex, are getting ‘a 
sharp shock’ is 
no more than they 
If they had been 
getting such treatment 
between the Sixties and the 
r Country would 
have declined to 
did. Even now» 
st beginning to 


those in the Home Offi 
who are responsible need all 
the encouragement 
support y 

Certainly the 


to heed the yappings of those 
out-dated ‘do-gooders’ 
whose principles an 
methods brought us to the 
edge of disaster. 


EG 
MOTHER’S CASE FAILS 


AT are 

Mrs Janet Appleby (48), 
a widow living in Yeovil, 
brought 4 Civil Action 
against the Commanding 
Officer of the Taunton Youth 
Service entre. Her 
daughter, Marion (19), who 
has recently completed her 
Conscription, informed her 
that she received twelve 
strokes on the bare buttocks 
on successive days. In the 


the law perm j 
upon this that her case was 
based. 

Mr Justice Barnbý ruled 
that the Commanding Officer 
was within his rights in 
awarding such punishment. 
As he understood the Act, 

trokes was the 
d this could not 
re than once a 


However, 
stipulation 
regarding the frequency of 
lesser punishments. Perhaps 
there should be but that was 
how the law stood at the 
moment and how he had to 
interpret it. Accordingly, 
s Appleby's Ca 
dismissed, with costs agai 
her. 


«| deserved it’ 


is 
Marion Appleby, who th 
in å 
tre, has obtained 


Yeovil area. 
resented her 


publicity. Standing up I - 
Court and hearing all that 
wasn’t at all nice.’ Further 
asked what she thought of 
the YSS, Marion would not 
comment directly, saying * 
just want to settle down to a 
decent, honest job; and 
maybe get married soon.” 


How fortunate, thought Havers, that he had chosen that 
very afternoon to deal with the herbaceous border which 
had been planted under the windows of the Head's 
study. It was pure chance since, as Head Gardener 
at Mander’s College, he could have undertaken 
any job that took his fancy. 

When he’d stolen a look into the study 
earlier it had been empty yet something 
— it might have been a sound or it 
might have been a change of light on. 

a window-pane — had made Havers 

realise the study was occupied. The 

Head had got a pupil in there and, by 

the look of her, a senior one. Most 
likely, a Sixth Former. Havers had 


heard the Head had ways and means of dealing with 
those uppity little monkeys. How they looked 
down on such ashe — amere gardener! Well, 
there she was, whoever it was, and the Head 
looked stripped for action. Shirt-sleeved. 
No doubt about it, hehadacane inhis 
hand! Good man! He had a reputation 
for being one of the old-fashioned 
school. 

Cautiously, Havers raised his 
head a little and peered around one 
of the leaded mullions. 


Mm...the young 
miss was being 
made to take her 
knickers down. She 
didn’t look too 
happy about it. Well, 
that wasn't surprising. 
She was half facing him. 
He felt a throbbing inside 
him begin. It was always 
exciting to look in upon a 
scene, knowing you were 
unobserved, but to look in 
upon this kind of scene was the 
ost exciting of all. For Havers 
nyway. That's why he’d taken 
the job at Mander's. In the 
hope. Well, he'd already had a 
few successes. It looked like 
another one was coming up. 
Just as the knickers came 
MW down...and he was looking for 
d the bush...the girl turned and 
he saw a shapely, young 
posterior instead. Oh yes, very 
nice! Quite some young lady. It 
was difficult indeed, to think of 
JW" her. Waving the cane up and 
down. Idly, Havers wondered 
what she had done. Been 
caught smoking most likely. Mr 
Reader was very hot on that, he 
was. The girl was saying 
thing, too. Pleading most 
He didn't reckon that 
t anywhere. Luckily! 
ing her head (was she 
g already?) Havers 
r bend reluctantly 
the desk. It was 
lid desk. Just the 
I across, he 
ickoned he 
away half his 


quivering. Very nervous, of co 
Well, that cane did look distinct 
unpleasan 
Now she was bent right over. T 
taut buttock cheeks. TheH 
pulling up her skirt even 
Seemed a little unnecessary really. | 
Still, he was the boss. His hand 
pressed down on to the small of her 
back. Holding her there. Then, 
though he had been tensely... 
expectantly...waiting for it... 
Havers was almost surprised when 
the cane suddenly rose and lashed 
down across both cheeks. The 
head jerked up and turned. He saw 
eyes wide and wild with pain. And 
filled with pleading. Relentlessiy, the 
Head kept pushing down on the girl. 
He was saying something again; 
looking nasty. The girlish head fell 
back despairingly. 
Another lash of the cane...anda 
violent bouncing and squirming of 
that young bottom. Oh you could see 
just how much that supple willow 
hurt! Two encircling weals, the 
second more vivid than the first. Yes, 
he'd certainly laid into her with that 
one. No wonder the girl's shoulders 
were heaving. Havers wondered how 
many she was getting. Six probably. 
Anything more for a girl was a bit 
severe and had to be for something 
really serious. Like playing games 
with other girls. In which case, he 
reasoned, Matron would have been 
there to help out. By holding wrists, 
or example. No girl could take twelve 
of the cane without being held. 
Number three! Oh how it made — 
squirm. The whole of the soft 
juddering uncontrolably as she 
urned. She was pleading 
yes even wider. Tears now 
down her cheeks. The Head 
g his time; lecturing again. 
¡couldn't be all over? Havers 
ncentrated his gaze on those 
is bum cheeks. A lovely deep 
e. A delicious downy valley. 
on Reader, he mentally urged, 


» 


looks cheeky to me. Though she was weeping and begging | 
at that moment, she was basically a right little madam. He | 
recalled her now. He’d once discovered her in the | 
shrubbery, with a few others, puffing away. She was the | 
one who had told him to ‘Naff off’! | 
Ahh...he hadn’t finished. Number four cracked down 
low on that quivering bottom, catching her almost at the 
join of buttocks and thighs. A real beauty which had her 
bouncing about all over the place...twisting and showing 
an awful lot of what she didn't oughter as her legs kicked 
and splayed. Hou old was sil en 


plenty of dream-material right at that very moment, 
careless of the fact that he was crushing herbaceous plants 
underfoot at every moment. Good Lord...now the Head 
had actually slapped the girl’s bottom. He supposed that 
was because she wasn’t keeping it straight enough for 
him. It kept twisting apprehensively to one side as it anti- 
cipated the next stroke. Well, what girl’s bottom 
wouldn't? Her skin would be very sensitive at that tender 
age. Ah...now she was getting square again. But 1 
still he didn't seem satisfied. Kept barking some- 
thing out at her. Ah yes...now that bottom was 
coming up. in atauter curve. That's what 
understandable. Havags 
the delightful display. 


Tap...tap...tap. That made those 
rounded nates...so softly resilient.. 
clench even more frantically. Her 
mouth was opening and shutting. 
Obviously she was begging him not I 
lay it on so hard. He could just 
imagine it. ‘Please...oh...please...le 
me off...Sir...oooh...please!' But sh 
would get no change out of our Mr 
Reader. Six he had decreed and six 
she would get. 


Crack! Number five came lashing 
down and, though Havers couldn't 
hear it, in his mind he could. Also the 
girl's gasping-yelping shriek as she 
twisted right over kicking out in 
torment. My word that had been 
harder than all those which had 
preceded it. Dead centre, too. 
No doubt at all that this Mr 
Reader was an experienced 
hand with the willow. He 
varied the placing and he 
varied the strength. A gir 
never quite knew what to 
expect. That, it seemed to 
Havers, was a most 
excellent way to punish. It 
added to the tension and, 
keeping her waiting as h 
was doing, for the last, 
brought the nerves to 
screaming pitch, he 
reckoned. 

How the nates wert 
clenching with dread 
was twisting again. 
ly she didn't want an 
one like number five. | 
not one little bit! Han 
not the slightest sym 

he little N 


Up...down...the cane curving and blurring. Clean across the 
lower half of the nates. Encircling both completely. Another real 


beauty! Then she was up...up off the desk...hands clasping to 
her bottom as she waltzed from side to side in front ofthe desk, 
tears streaming down. Havers ducked down for amoment. He 


ow stupid, thought 


had the idea the Head had caught sight of him. Not that it would | o ~ ey o deed nd 
matter very much. He could always say he had simply been wis ug 0 wa S n 
working in the bed and thought he'd heard someone in the study ; entirely from schools. 5 
and taken a quick look. 0 en Ari 
Anyway, the Head was now lecturing away again. Wagging most clearly demonstrated that 


first his finger, then the cane. The girl had her back to Havers arnoon. Pain was a great 


and he had a most entrancing view of those twin-tracked weals en e 
which encircled her young, yet so nubile, flesh. It was flesh that م‎ 

still twitch its torment. A head drooped; "aue qo down. Then take hp | 

"» 8 a ; Z of the blue knicker-tops. Slowly 

> pulling them up. Up...up and 


over the bare flesh and the 
weals. 


BLACK WIC 


The basement sl. 
room of Blackwick’s 
(Bespoke Tailors) Limite 
a small subterranean grotto 
whose only ع ب‎ 


tion comes fri above, 
through grimy Préen-glass 
pavement ) which y 
presently r to the 


homeward loft: Cll 
office people, . it being ør " 
fifteen on a weekday after- 
noon. Shoe-shaped shadows 
march across the sntall glass 
squares, some slowly, others - 
stepping out, with the tap,of 
high heels “a frequent: 
counterpoint to the trámip of 
heavier feet. 

Standing on a low stool, 
amid ill-stacked bolts of.cloth 
and between walls lined with 
half-finished suits on 
polished wooden hangers, a 
dark-haired girl turns her 
eyes upward and warily 
watches the passage of thosé 
anonymous feet across. the 
glazed lattice above; in- 
between sideways glances 
which don’t quite 
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meet the eyes of the tailor, Mr 
Blackwick himself, she looks up 
again, her eyes wide and her cheeks 
a little flushed, wondering perhaps 
at the seemingly perilous: proximity 
of so many strangers, while below 
street level, bare feet away though it 
might as well be a hundred miles, 
she is half-naked in a room with a 
man she has never before set eyes 
on. 

The tailor crouches at the girl’s 
feet and taps first one leg then the 
other; shiny black shoes step 
obediently into a garment which is 
left circling white-socked ankles for 
an interval while the man looks up at 
bare round bottom-cheeks and notes 
several pale lilac marks curved 
around the undersides of young 
buttocks. 

The tailor asks no questions of 
his customers, which doubtless is 
one of the reasons why they 
patronise his establishment; he 
makes no comment, passes no 
judgement, yet knows much about 
the people with whom he does 
business. He knows, for instance, 
when he is looking at cane marks 
which have not quite faded a week 
after they first blossomed across this 
young lady’s bottom. The tailor rises 
to a stoop and slips the shorts up 
bare legs. 

‘Just hold your things up, please 
Miss.’ 

“Oh— sorry —’ the girl's nervous 
apology goes unremarked as she 
clutches vest and blouse and striped 
green tie and pulls them up clear of 
her hips, navel high and more. Mr 
Blackwick hoists the shorts up over 
the outswell of bum-cheeks and 


settles the pale yellow shorts snugly 


into place. 

‘Now then — let’s have a look at 
you, Miss.’ 

The shorts are a near-perfect fit; 
near-perfect, but not quite so. The 
tailor passes a professional eye over 
his work; for himself he would have 
chosen a slightly crisper material, 
something with a bit of knap to it, 
but his instructions were explicit; ‘I 
want her to look as nearly naked as 
possible, Mr Blackwick, without her 
actually being so. I have in mind a 
thin cotton, or some such thing; I 
want her to feel almost naked too, 
d’you see. To feel that there’s as 
little as possible between the eye of 
the beholder and what he beholds.’ 

The cotton is certainly a thin one; 
it has hardly more substance than an 
oft-washed pocket handkerchief, and 
it sits intimately around the girl’s 
hips; the tailor wonders whether 
there is too much covered up for his 
customer’s liking — personally he 
hadn’t seen any sense in making the 
shorts so skimpy as to negate the 
point of their insubstantiality. The 
cut of the garment, therefore, is not 


especially provocative; the girl’s 
buttock cheeks are all but covered, 
and at the front there is no rash 
angling-up of the legs. Neither is the 
fit particularly tight; there is room all 
round into which several fingers 
might be insinuated without undue 
difficulty, and although the cotton is 
unable to disguise the girl-shape 
which it affects to clothe, there is a 
look of looseness which, if anything, 
emphasises rather than conceals the 
femininity of the hips and buttocks 
beneath. 


The colour too is right. The girl’s 
legs still retain the hint of a summer 
tan, a restrained but warm tone 
which sets off the pale yellow 
delightfully. The tailor reflects that 
the sun-kissed colour of the girl’s 
thighs did not fade away where one 
might have expected it too; he finds 
himself speculating on the luxury of 
a private pool in one’s own secluded 
garden, where a pretty girl wouldn’t 
have to wear even half a bikini if the 
householder didn’t mind the lack of 
such a thing — or, indeed, if he 
insisted on it. 

The tailor pops several pins into 
his mouth, which he holds between 
his teeth; his eye runs over and 
around the youthful figure obliged so 
to exhibit herself up on the fitting 
stool; now all depends upon the 
finishing touches. He produces a flat 
triangle of blue chalk from a 
waistcoat pocket and proceeds to 
the shorts this way and that with a 


thoughtful pursing of his lips whilst 
he decides where best to take the 
tuck. The girl almost loses her 
balance as she is nudged into 
turning her hips just so, coaxed with 
the tips of the tailor’s fingers into 
pushing her bottom out the merest 
fraction more, and finally steadied 
with a firm hand lest she should 


` actually fall off her podium. 


The chalk makes a mark — a neat 
cross — on the elasticated waistband 
directly above the point of the girl’s 
hip. With a finger slipped inside to 
draw the cotton taut, the tailor 
sketches a line which slopes down 
from the cross to the centre seam at 
the back, following round the curve 
of the hip with a practised hand. 

‘Turn round, please Miss.’ The 
words are muttered between pin- 
clamping teeth, and a line is drawn 
similarly from the opposite hip to the 
point where the first line intersects 
with the back seam. 

‘Face this way, please —’ The 
girl turns again, bottom wobbling 
faintly; she bites unconsciously at 
her lip and looks down dubiously at 
the top of the crouching tailor’s bald 
head. Confidently now, two more 
lines are put in with bold strokes, 
again starting at the hip and 
declining at an angle as they run 
round the girl’s hips and across her 
tummy. Just as at the back, the lines 
intersect at the central seam, which 
runs down over the plump pubic 
mound and disappears between soft, 
close-pressed thighs. 

Pins are plucked from between 
teeth and inserted into the material 
with san expert lift of two fingers 
behind anda firm push of the thumb 
in front. 

‘Round again, Miss —’ The same 
weighty springiness in her bottom- 
cheeks as she makes a teetering 
turn. The last pins are put in, and a 
knowledgable hand smooths down 
and round each buttock in turn, 
shushing away the hint of a crease 
here, a ripple of material there, 
easing the backseam neatly into the 
division of the girl’s buttocks. The 
tailor takes half a pace back. 

‘Comfortable, Miss?’ The girl 
glances down, then up. She nods 
uncertainly, still holding up her vest 
and blouse and tie. 

“Mmm — I th-think so —” 

“Round here?’ He takes the mild 
liberty of giving her a tactile hint as 
to whereabouts he means, stroking 
round her plump buttocks, interest 
in the feel of warm girl-flesh under 
the thin cotton as evident as is 
professional enquiry as to the fit he 
has achieved. 

‘Y-yes — she whispers her reply 
unprotesting, and gets her bottom 
patted several times, then several 
more times, which is her own fault 
for being too timid to make 
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complaint; the tailor slips his fingers 
inside the waistband at the back and 
lifts until the seam between the two 
plump buttocks is pulled up snugly 
into the division and tight under- 
neath. The girl lifts herself out 
fractionally on her toes, her bottom 
trembling faintly as she responds to 
the upward urge of the shorts 
between her legs; she doesn’t quite 
oblige with an ‘Oooh!’ but a 
suggestion of sucked in breath is no 
less satisfactory. Another pin is 
snicked into the tuck at the waist. 

‘Getting there, I think —’ says 
the tailor, and pats the cheeky 
buttocks again. ‘Turn round, please 
Miss —’ 

The girl pirouettes awkwardly on 
her stool and there is the hint of a 
pout on her pretty face as she 
ventures a brief meeting of glances. 
The extra pin at the back has 
enhanced the fit at the front; a 
distinct suggestion of labial 
involution draws the eye to the apex 
of smooth-skinned thighs, the seam 
pulling up exactly along the central 
line of the declivity. 

‘Well, I think that will do,’ says 
the tailor, after a final hitching-up of 
the waistband and a further sibilance 
of breath from the girl. ‘Better slip 
them off now —’. 

The girl is about to push the 
shorts down but the tailor 
intervenes. 

‘No — just hold your things up, 
Miss —’. Vest and blouse and tie are 
gathered again and the shorts are 
slid down. Each foot in turn lifts and 
steps out, and the tailor goes over to 
a sewing machine in a corner of the 
room. Bare-bottomed and 
bewildered as to the reason why she 
should still have to keep her clothes 
held up the girl hears the sewing 
machine thrumming away behind 
her and sees the feet passing by 
overhead. She pouts a little more but 
waits obediently until the machining 
is finished. 


The sound of pins dropping into 
an empty tin, then the tailor brushes 
by and drops the shorts onto a work- 
top. 

‘If you could just hold you blouse 
right up now, Miss —’ 

‘P-pardon —’ A freshening 
pinkness floods into the girls cheeks. 

‘High as you can, please —’ 

One firm young breast, then the 
other bobs free beneath the up-lifted 
blouse. A tape measure is produced 
from atrouser pocket. 

“For future reference, Miss —”. 
The measure is passed around the 
girl's back and drawn forward to 
encompass her breasts. Con- 
siderable care is taken to ensure that 
the tape passes over each little 
nipple, both of which complicate 
matters by becoming stiffly erect so 


that the measure has to be replaced 
just so, not once but several times; ‘I 
like to be exact when it comes to 
measurements —’. The girl nods 
dumbly and bites her pouting lip. 

‘And there's just one more —.. 

‘And there’s just one more — 
hands right up on your head, now’. 
The girl puts her hands on her head, 
still holding on to her clothes; only 
her eyes are to be seen within the 
upside-down tent of her blouse. 
The metal-tipped end of the tape is 
placed in the small of the girl’s back. 

‘If you wouldn’t mind, please 
Miss —’ 

, Only a tailor would know to what 
use a measurement of the distance 
from the middle of the back to the 
navel, passing between the legs on 
the way, might be put, but the girl 
lets the tailor’s fingers thread the 
tape between her thighs and pull it 
up snug, then check to be sure that it 
is not off-centre at any point 
between navel and back; the girl’s 
blushes heighten, but still she makes 
no protest and at length the 
tailor is satisfied. He releases the 
tape behind and pulls it, rather 
thoughtlessly, between her legs; 
the metal-tip makes the girl bleat as 
it passes through the moist-roofed 
tunnel, but the tailor politely ignores 
the little ‘Oooo!’ and rolls up the 
tape and slips it into his pocket. 


A telephone buzzes at the back 
of the room. The tailor sorts 
through several pieces of material to 
find the receiver, which he puts to 
his ear whilst his eyes look sideways 
at the plump-bottomed shape of the 
girl on her stool. ‘Oh yes,’ he says, 
‘it was the clerical grey, wasn't it — 
I'll be up in a moment.’ The 'phone 
clonks onto the rest. 

‘What time are you being 
collected?’ he asks over his shoulder 
as he packs the shorts with swift flips 
and folds into a plain shallow box. 

‘Um — six o’clock, I think —’ 
says the girl, still clutching her 
blouse nipple high for lack of an 
instruction to do otherwise. A length 
of dark blue tape is passed around 
the box and deftly knotted. 

‘Well you’d better wait here 
then’. He takes the box with him as 
he leaves. The girl remains on her 
stool and hears the tailor’s halting 
step mounting the stairs to the shop. 

Time passes. Feet still scuff 
across the pavement lights, but less 
frequently as the hour wears on. 
Little by little the girl’s blouse slips 
down as she begins to think that 
perhaps the tailor won’t be coming 
back, but still, of course, it fails to 
cover very much of her round young 
bottom. She waits on her stool, 
watching the  shoe-shadows flit 
across the ceiling. A little tear rolls 
quietly down a cheek — 
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The green van made its may seda ely ùp a long drive 
towards RTC 3 or, to spelf it Bt more fully; Remedial 
Training Cäptre No. 3. Teg e were already six such 
Centresgstablished in v IS parts of the country. 
Thigione, which received i 
East, Was in a remote.par 
van, with a Guard å Sat Naval Cadet Lorna 
Bridges. Though there was a defiant jut td her jaw, she 
was verflpale and, inside, trembling weakly. She had 
‚heard something about these RTC's, which were a 
quite recent innovation. And what she had heard, she 
didn't like. Lorna tried to summon up the remnants of 
her courage. She was aware that she had been bucking 
the system for some time (and rightly so, in her 
opinion!) but she had not quite anticipated this 
development. Going into the unknown was frightening. 
‘What you obviously need, Cadet Bridges,’ Captain 
Daltry had stated, ‘is a short, sharp shock. That is what 
you are going to get.’ 

But what did it mean exactly? It was all very 
frightening. The Youth Service Centre was bad enough. 
Oh how she hated the Rules and Regulations! The 
senseless regime. The constant discipline. Above all, 
how she hated to be in permanent fear of punishment. ~ 
For every Conscript was liable to receive it. Only those 
who kept a nose most scrupulously clean escaped. 
Sitting on the hard bench-seat, Lorna Bridges 
shivered. The memory of the last 18-stroke caning was 
still hideously upon her. Previously, she had received 
several Sixers and a couple of Dozens. Nasty, but just 
about endurable if you had some guts. Which she 
reckoned she had. The fact that she hated THEM so 
much helped. But that 18 had really creased her. 
Broken her for the time being. Amazing what a 
difference an extra six made. You could hype yourself 
up to take six - even twelve, possibly - but no one could 
take 18 without bellowing the place down. 

Why had she gone on rebelling after that? 

Sometimes, Lorna couldn't properly understand 
herself. But how she envied those who had lived some 
twenty years previously! They had lived a life beyond 
all imagining now. Liberated, easy-going, careless of 
authority. What had happened? Why had it all ended? 
Like so many of the young, Lorna had not bothered 

to think that carefree existence through. As with every 
other irresponsible way of life, it was doomed to 
ultimate failure. Man may not live by bread alone but 
he certainly cannot live by perpetual circuses either! 
The van came to a halt outside a long, squat 

building. The very shape of it had an air of menace. The 
Guard unlocked and opened the door of the rear of the 
van. ‘Step out, Cadet Bridges,’ he snapped. Feeling a 
little weak-kneed, Lorna obeyed the order. ‘Come with 
me. Left...right...left...right...' She stepped out in her 
best Naval fashion. She felt the bounce of her breasts 
under her sailor-tunic top. Only the very biggest girls 
were permitted to wear a bra. 'Left...right...left...' 
They arrived at the door. ‘I’m handing you into the 
charge of the Assistant Commandant,’ said the 

Guard. ‘He deals with all new arrivals. | shall come to 
fetch you in seven days time.’ 

Lorna shivered again. Seven days. What did they 

hold for her? It really was most frightening. Even if you 
did believe you had guts. 
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BU LONHOLE DE 


Her second evening. Paulette wasn’t sure 
that she could stand another evening. Not 
like yesterday. No one had told her what it 
would be or rather Mr Spelman had told her 
but it had borne to resemblance ‘to what was 
actually involved. An attendant, Mr Spelman 
had said. A pageboy. Welcoming guests at 
the Club. That sounded all right but that 
hadn’t been what it was at all, or at least not 
the main thing. 

She normally worked as a secretary for 
Mr Spelman in his main office and so had 
nothing to do with the Club itself. That was 
quite separate and Paulette didn’t really 
know any of the girls who worked there so 
there was no one she could ask. Not that she 
had bothered anyway, there had seemed to 
be nothing to worry about. And even when 
she got there and a couple of the men 
pinched her bottom...Because at least at that 
point she had on trousers. The red pageboy 
trousers. And knickers as well. 

‘Going to be out again this evening?’ her 
mother asked. Paulette muttered ‘Yes mum’ 
and went upstairs. She had locked the outfit 
in her case, not wanting her mother or 
anyone to see it. She had pleaded with Mr 
Spelman this morning and again in the after- 
noon that she couldn't go again. ‘I’ve told 
you, the regular girl’s gone sick and the 
other one they sometimes use has gone away 
or something. So I’m sorry. It’s only tonight, 
the other one’ll be back tomorrow.” 


‘I can't!” She had felt like screaming. 

He just looked at her and shook his head. 
‘Don’t be a silly girl. It’s only a bit of fun 
really.’ His hand as Paulette stood at his 
desk had squeezed her bottom. ‘A smacked 
bum doesn’t hurt a girl.’ 

Earlier of course when she had really 
tried to insist she couldn’t do it again he had 
been unpleasant and told Paulette if she 


didn’t she would get the sack and where 
would she get another job that paid half as 
well. Paulette knew she couldn't get another 
job that paid half as well and she needed the 
money. She and Steve were saving to get 
married. So... 

In her room now Paulette opened the 
case. It was 6.30 and someone would pick her 
up at 7pm. She blinked, feeling like crying 
and not for the first time, but there was 
nothing she could do. Except try and get 
through the evening without thinking. She 
knew of course that that was impossible. She 
got undressed and took the things from the 
case. A bright red nylon bra. A red-and-black 
suspender belt. Long black seemed nylon 
stockings that reached to the very tops of her 
thighs. She fastened the nylons and then 
quickly stepped into the brief bright red 
knickers. 

A glance in her mirror. Again Paulette 
told herself not to think about it. The red 


Å trousers tight over her well-developed 
M bottom, then the red pageboy jacket with its 


shiny brass buttons. That just left the little 
blue pill-box hat and the white five inch 


heeled stilettos. These she would put on 
later, so her mother didn’t see. With her coat 
on you could only see the legs of the trousers 
and that alone wouldn’t cause comment. 
Paulette had a pair of red trousers of her 
own. She brushed her blonde hair and put on 
make-up. ‘Make sure you’re looking really 
nice,’ Mr Spelman had said. ‘They pay 
plenty, these characters.’ Paulette bit her lip 
and thought fleetingly of Steve. 

He had wanted her to come out tonight 
but she had told him Mr Spelman had some 
rush typing that needed doing. It was hateful 
having to lie but what was the alternative: 
tell him she was helping out at the Club? Tell 
him she was a pageboy welcoming the 
clients? A pageboy who later on in the 
evening had to take off her trousers and her 
knickers, and then... 

Don’t think about it, Paulette told herself 
again. She simply couldn’t afford to lose her 
job and she could well believe Mr Spelman 
would sack her if she refused: he could be 
very hard at times. It was only tonight, he 
had said the other girl would definitely be 
available again tomorrow. Mr Spelman had 
laughed. ‘And as you can imagine the page- 
boy is one of the major attractions of the 
evening. We don’t want to cheat the 
customers.’ 

It was almost time, the car would soon be 
here. Paulette slipped on a coat and a pair of 
shoes. The white stilettos and the hat went in 
a plastic bag. A final glance in her mirror and 
she went downstairs. She called through to 
her mother and went quickly out. She was 
going to the office but would rather not have 
questions and be forced to elaborate her lie. 
The sleek black car was right on time. She 
got in. 

The same driver as yesterday. Sid he had 
said his name was. 40ish, who had tried to 
chat her up. He knew of course. Yesterday 
going to the Club he had known and Paulette 
had not, so some of the things he had said 
had been a bit cryptic. She hadn’t known 
then that she was going to have to take her 
trousers and knickers off. In the front seat 
next to him now Paulette’s coat slid away to 
expose the red-trousered thighs. His hand 
came down and squeezed. 

She pushed it away angry that he should 
seem to think she was available. 

He laughed. ‘Keeping it all for the 
boyfriend, are you?’ Paulette didn’t answer. 
‘Know about the Club, does he? I expect 
you’ve told him?’ 

His hand came back and this time 
Paulette didn’t push it away. His voice soft. 
‘Boyfriends can get a bit annoyed about that 
sort of thing, I daresay.’ ‘Cut it out,’ she said 
weakly and stopped the hand as it tried to 
slide up into her crotch. He started the car up 
and drove off, at the same time beginning 
chatting. Fishing for information about her. 
Paulette answered as briefly as possible. She 


could see he could be awkward — if he 
threatened to tell Steve. He knew she worked 
for Mr Spelman, though. That hopefully 
would keep him in check. 

The Club was out in the country, an old 
mansion. In the car park Sid grabbed her 
again. ‘How about me having a go then? At 
that pretty bum.’ And when she indignantly 
refused there was that threat. ‘Come on, you 
don’t want the boyfriend to know what you’re 
doing.’ Weakly Paulette threatened him with 
Mr Spelman. Sid laughed. ‘Mr Spelman 
won't help with your boyfriend.’ But he let 
up. She collected her bag and crunched out 
across the gravel to the front door. 

In his room off the hall Mr Cranley, the 
manager, suave in his evening suit, greeting 
her eagerly. ‘Ah good, in good time, 
Paulette. You’re the one they want, of 
course.’ He gave a sniggery little laugh. 
Paulette’s stomach churned. Don’t think, she 
told herself. Coat off and then slip on the 
stilettos and the little blue hat. A quick look 
in the mirror. She re-lipsticked her mouth 
where Sid had smudged it. Oh God! 

Mr Cranley came close, fondled her bum 
in the tight trousers and said it was time. The 
guests would be arriving. Paulette went out, 
as his hand tried to linger on her backside. 
Into the hall. To stand waiting with a set 
smile on her face for the guests. Men of 
course. There had been five yesterday. Five 
men. That meant five times she had to...One 
after the other. In addition before that there 
had been the other sick-making thing. After 
they’d had dinner. Up on the dining table... 

They began arriving. One by one. 
Wealthy men of course because you had to 
be wealthy to be a member of the Club. Most 
of them middle aged, sleek businessmen. 
One was younger. She greeted them. Her 
forced welcoming smile. And permitted 
whatever little thing they wanted to do to the 
pretty pageboy. Feel her bum, or rub a hand 
across her firm tits. As she stood with them 

.in the hall and then led them into the bar. 
Tonight there were six. Six. 

When they had all arrived she joined 
them in the bar. All six together now. 
Paulette felt herself sweating. One or two 
thought she should be made to take the 
trousers off there and then. Mr Cranley 
smilingly deflected these suggestions, 
though not the grabbing hands. The pageboy 
must keep her trousers on until after dinner. 
As the waitresses must do likewise with their 
skirts. 

Not too much later the gong announcing 
dinner. A desperately welcome relief from 
the men pressing round her but at the same 
time it merely brought the horrors of later in 
the evening that little bit closer. They went 
out, in noisy good spirits. ‘We’ll see you 
later.’ ‘Don’t run away, pretty pageboy.’ 
Sudden quiet. The barman grinning. ‘Over- 
grown schoolboys, the lot of them.’ 

Perhaps, for schoolboys could be vicious 
and unpleasant and enjoy the humiliation of 
a girl. Paulette accepted a drink. She 
couldn’t afford to take too much, though, 


because she had no head for alcohol and 
would simply be sick. In the dining room the 
two other girls would now be busy. Being 
grabbed and groped as she had been as they 
bustled round the table. But they were both 
used to this sort of thing, showgirls happy to 
supplement their income in this way. 
Probably, thought Paulette, content to do 
anything if the price was right. Whereas she, 
an ordinary respectable girl with an ordinary 
boyfriend planning to get married soon... 

Don’t think about it, she told herself 
firmly, feeling tears starting in her eyes. The 
barman offered another drink but she had to 
refuse. Time passed as she sat on the bar 
stool. He was trying to chat her up, as Sid 
had, though not quite so pressingly. They all 
wanted a piece of her, a piece of her body. 
And those men out there in the dining room 
at least knew that shortly they would be 
getting a piece: they had paid for it. 

Mr Cranley came in. ‘Not long now; 
they’re on their sweet course. All set are 
we?’ Paulette felt a sudden need to go to the 
ladies. In there a frantic urge to run — 
straight out the front door — or climb out of 
this little window. But she couldn’t do that, 
she needed her job. Trembling she unfast- 
ened the pageboy trousers and slid them 
down, and then the red knickers. As very 
shortly now she would have to take them 
down up on the... 

Back in the bar where almost 
immediately Mr Cranley came for her. 
‘Good. All set, are we?’ She got up. His hand 
groping the seat of the pageboy trousers as 
he conducted her out. Along the corridor, 
towards the sound of shouting and raucous 
laughter. The dining room. Paulette’s eyes 
blinked as she entered. An orgiastic scene: 
the men with drinks and cigars around the 
shining white tablecloth, now cleared of 
food. On the centre of it stood one of the two 
waitresses. As Paulette herself would shortly 
stand. 


The girl was in the process of removing 
her knee-length black uniform skirt. A pretty 
brunette, flush-faced and laughing, she did 
not appear to regard this as an unpleasant 
ordeal. To hoots of encouragement the skirt 
was slid down. She stepped out of it and 
tossed it to the eager men. Tall and full- 
fleshed, in white lace-decorated blouse with 
black bow tie, black French knickers, black 
suspender belt, long black nylons, white 
stilettos like Paulette’s. 

She performed a little dance, swaying 
ripe hips. Then to more urging shouts she 
slipped down the knickers. Bending to slide 
them off over the white shoes, and throwing 
the fluttering black garment in turn to the 
raucous throng. 

Another little dance, now with ripe 
bottom and black-bushed pussy quite bare. 
Then she was getting down off the table, 
being helped down, squealing as hands 
intimately touched. Down on the floor 
fending off hands but not too seriously, 
flashing a laughing look at Paulette — as 
now her companion was being helped up on 
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the table. The same routine, the second wait- 
ress seeming also not to find it a trying 
ordeal. Paulette watching, trying desperately 
to keep calm. Maybe it wouldn’t be quite as 
bad as yesterday because at least she had 
done it once now. And today would be the 
last, Mr Spelman had promised that. 

The now  bare-bottomed waitress, 
shrieking excitedly, was getting down. 
Hands pushing Paulette forward. Lifting her. 
Hands on her arms, on her bottom. Between 
her legs. She stumbled up, on all fours on the 
white cloth, the hot faces all around her, 
looking slightly demented. She struggled to 
her feet, the chants ringing in her ears. ‘Off, 
off. Take them off!’ 

For a few moments her brain wouldn’t 
work. Then her hands at her waist. Trying to 
smile, to look as if she didn’t mind this. 
Working the trousers down. Shouts as the 
bright red knickers were revealed, and the 
red-and-black suspender belt. She had to slip 
the shoes off to get the trousers over her feet. 
Almost falling over, her hat falling off. 

Now the knickers. If she didn’t have to 
take the knickers off it wouldn’t be half as 
bad but of course she had to. Yesterday she 
had baulked at that. So they had been taken 
off for her, as Paulette was held on her back 
on the table. At least there wouldn’t be that, 
she would do it. Renewed shouts as they 
came down. Right off. Step into the shoes 
again. A desperate need to get down, to hide 
herself, to cover the blonde bush of her 
pussy, the ripe curves of her bottom. But you 
couldn’t do that. 

“Dance, pageboy!' Paulette couldn't 
dance. Haplessly she swayed her hips — 
with her hands on her waist so that she 
couldn’t cover anything. ‘Kick! Let's see 
some kicks!’ ‘Higher!’ ‘Let's see it!’ Don't 
think, she tried to tell herself as she kicked 
her legs up. 

At last she was being helped down, by 
grabbing, questing hands. The two other 
girls being taken off somewhere. Yesterday 
Paulette hadn’t seen them after they left the 
dining room. Presumably they...performed. 
At least Paulette didn’t have to do that. Mr 
Spelman had stressed it: she didn’t have to 
have sex. The men, the guests, were going 
excitedly out with the two girls. Leaving 
Paulette, bare-bottomed, bare-pussied, with 
Mr Cranley. He was at her, grabbing. She 
weakly tried to fend him off, but of course 
she couldn’t really: if Mr Cranley wanted to 
get his hands on her bum, her pussy, she 
couldn’t stop him. 

‘Lovely,’ he breathed. ‘You did very well. 
They really like you. Give them 10 minutes, 
then I think you can start. Same as 
yesterday.’ His hand in between her legs. 
‘It’s not really so bad, is it?’ 

What could you say to that? 

Upstairs, on the gallery outside the 
rooms. Waiting. As she had had to 
yesterday. The red pageboy coat and the 
little blue hat but below only suspender belt 
and nylons and the white high heels. Waiting 
for...A door opening. It was the youngish 


one, who hadn't been here yesterday. 
Youngish and less formally dressed than 
most of the others but no doubt well off like 
them, able to pay for his pleasure. He 
beckoned. She had no option, this was what 
she was here for. She came forward, her full, 
unconstrained bottom doing a little jiggle at 
each step. In the room now. She had been in 
this room yesterday, with another guest. The 
wicker chair. 

Grinning, he greeted her. One hand at 
her bottom, the other briefly at her pussy. 
Had he just had one of the other girls? 
Paulette trembled at the hands, and haltingly 
answered his questions; her name, did she 
have a job...etc. And then: did she like 
having her bottom smacked. Paulette shook 
her head. She was feeling a bit sick. The 
drinks...or just... 

He laughed. “But naughty girls have got 
to have it, haven’t they? Naughty pageboys, 
eh?’ 

Paulette didn’t answer. He told her to 
take her jacket off. She had to do it. She had 
had to do it twice yesterday. Her fingers at 
the shiny brass buttons. Sliding the jacket 
from her shoulders, then right off. His hands 
at the big tits jutting in the bright red bra. 
‘Now this; the bra.’ Don’t think. The bra 
came off. His hands mounding the big bare 
boobs. Paulette made herself stand still. This 
was what she was here for. To be his play- 
thing, and then the plaything of the others. 
Don’t think about it: time would pass, this 
dreadful evening would end sometime. And 
then...she could forget all about it. It would 
be just a bad dream. 

She was being bent over the back of the 
chair. Right down, face down in the seat. The 
little blue hat came off, rolling onto the floor. 
His hand on her bottom. Fondling. And then 
the first hard smack. Paulette’s breath came 
out in a whimpering gasp. 

Another juddering smack. Another. Each 
sharply stinging as it momentarily flattened 
a hand-sized area of her ripe bottom. Don’t 
think about it. The hand kept coming down. 

Some time later she was back out in the 
gallery. Trembling, shaking like a leaf, blue 
eyes shiny with moisture. Her bottom 
glowing red. The red pageboy jacket was 
back on — until the next guest wanted it off. 
She waited, but not for long. Another door... 

It was not in fact to be Paulette’s last 
evening. A week later Mr Spelman said she 
had to do it again. The regular girls had 
fallen through again, he said. That wasn’t 
actually true: the real reason was that a 
number of gentlemen had been clamouring 
for Paulette again. This time Mr Spelman 
had an additional threat: not only could she 
get the sack, he also had a couple of photos 
he could send to her mother and her 
boyfriend. 

And there was Sid, the driver. Making his 
own threats. A few days later Paulette was 
unwillingly round at his flat. Protesting, 
pleading, but finally submitting. Her bare 
bottom spanked. And then Sid helping 
himself to something else. 
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The Guard opened the door; 
Lorna marched smartly in. At least 
she was going to try to show she was 
not scared to death! ‘Halt!’ She 
halted and stood rigidly, hearing and 
feeling her heart thumping. A male 
figure emerged from a kind of 
cubicle. 

'What's this?’ he demanded. 
Lorna glimpsed a white shirt and 
dark uniformed trousers. 

‘Naval Cadet Lorna Bridges... 
assigned for seven days, Sir,’ rapped 
out the Guard. A clip-board was 
consulted. 

‘Why wasn’t she on Morning 
Detail?’ Voice sharp and hard. 

‘Don’t know, Sir. Administrative 
cock-up, I suppose...’ 

‘Don’t use offensive language 
here!’ The voice even sharper and 
harder. Lorna was still standing 
rigid. Her legs felt cold. How 


ridiculously abbreviated were those 
shorts they had to wear! ‘Ah well...I 
suppose I shall have to deal with this 
matter myself. The rest of the Staff 
are on other duties. Dismiss!’ Lorna 
almost turned and dismissed in 
military fashion, but quickly realised 
this peremptory order was 
addressed to her Guard. He turned, 
thumped a boot, and marched 
briskly away. The uniformed figure 
was once again consulting the clip- 
board. ‘Cadet Bridges. Seven days 
for repeated Insubordination?’ 

‘Yes, Sir!’ She really snapped it 
out. Best to keep on the right side of 
authority, no matter how much you 
hated it. 

‘Follow me.’ He paused. ‘By the 
way, I am First Officer Yardley. You 
will always address me as ‘Sir’. 

‘Yes, Sir!’ They marched off, 
Lorna in the rear and soon entered a 


bare-looking kind of hall. It had an 
eery, echoing quality about it. 
Utterly unfriendly. Lorna, so isolated 
from familiarity — no matter how 
unpleasant — was beginning to feel 
very sorry for herself. She was 
scared, too. First Officer Yardley 
had an unyielding quality about him. 

‘Halt!’ They came to a halt; he 
faced her. ‘Medical Inspection first, 
Cadet Bridges,’ he said, suddenly 
surprisingly close. She saw 
something unpleasant in his eyes. If 
ever there was a time for rebellion, 
this was it. For a Medical Inspection 
from this man must be a charade. 
Yet she dare not rebel. It is, of 
course, she told herself, designed to 
humiliate me. Then she gritted her 
teeth. It was all part of seven days of 
painful degradation. To teach her to 
behave. Oh how bitter! She burned 
deep within. But she realised she 
must somehow try and control her 
emotions and go through with it. 
‘Remove your tunic-top, Cadet.’ 
Lorna adjusted the toggle and pulled 
off the white, blue edged top. Her 
naked, apple-round breasts thrust 
out. He studied them for some time. 
Then he fondled and prodded them; 
he even pressed an ear to them. 
Lorna gritted her teeth more 
fiercely. Did the Authorities know 
that such indecencies went on? Did 
they, indeed, deliberately encourage 
them? Who could ever tell? One 
simply had to endure. 


‘Lower your shorts, cadet.’ 

Striving to keep control of her 
surging fury, Lorna pushed down 
her shorts, white and blue trimmed 
in Navy style. She wore nothing 
beneath, her customary briefs 
having been denied her before 
departure. 

He surveyed her with pseudo- 
professionalism. ‘You look quite 
healthy, Cadet,’ he said. Then he 
fondled her. Lorna recoiled with a 


gasp, then managed to gather 
herself. If the man wanted to act like 
a beast, there was nothing she could 
do about it. He moved around 
behind her. ‘Mmmm...’ she heard 
him murmer. ‘According to records, 
you recently had an 18-stroke 
caning. Thoroughly deserved, I 
imagine. But you seem to have 
recovered well. Tough-skinned, are 
we?’ 

Ti él don’tisthink: so, Sir..." The 
bastard was smiling faintly. It took 
every ounce of Lorna’s self-control 
not to let her feelings get the better 
of her. Was this kind of thing going 
on for seven days? 

‘Ever been to an RTC before, 
Cadet?’ 

“No; Sir. 

‘I thought not. Haven’t got your 
full record yet. Still, not many girls 
come back a second time.’ Lorna felt 
herself shivering inside again. It was 
quite terrible to be standing there so 
nakedly vulnerable. No one to help 
her. No one! ‘You may put your 
uniform back on, Cadet Bridges. I 
am passing you as Al physically.’ 

What a mockery of medicine, 
reflected Lorna, as she put her 
uniform back on as fast as possible. 
This man had not the faintest idea 
whether she was fit or not. But there 
was not a soulto complain to. Even if 
there had been, did she want to 
make matters worse for herself? 
Then suddenly, madly, Lorna took 
her courage into her hands. ‘Are you 
medically qualified, Sir?’ she asked. 

Something like a smirk passed 
over those features. ‘A First Officer 
does not have to be medically 
qualified before examining a 
Detainee, Cadet,’ he said. His 
features hardened. ‘And, if I have 
any more lip like that, Cadet 
Bridges, I shall see to it that you get 
a thrashing which will make you 
wish you’d never been born.’ 
Vicious; eyes glaring. Lorna quailed. 


Oh what a fool she had been! 
Already she had got on the wrong 
side of him. She cursed her own 
naturally rebellious nature. ‘You will 
remain here, at attention, until I 
return.’ The features relaxed; he 
was smirking again. ‘When you will 
learn something not exactly to your 
advantage.’ He clumped off across 
the wide, desérted hall. Lorna stood 
at attention. Utterly wretched. Still 
feeling the degradation of that nude 
examination. Still fearful of what the 
future held. So far, she had only 
heard frightening whispers about 
RTC’s. Now she was in one. Her 
eyes roved around the bleak hall. 
What was it normally used for?* 
Drill? Exercising? Then her eyes 
alighted on something horribly 


familiar. A punishment trestle, just 
like the one they had in her own 


Service Centre. Just like the one she 
had been over to receive her 
18-stroke caning. Her stomach 
seemed to turn to water. Of course, 
subconsciously, she had been aware 
that discipline in such a place would 
be more strict than normal, but, to 
be confronted with the means of it 
was quite terrifying. 

Lorna Bridges, a girl full of guts, 
began to cry softly. 

When First Officer Yardley 
returned something like a half an 
hour later, evening had drawn in and 
Lorna was becoming extremely 
weary in the ‘at attention’ position. 
The muscles of her calves, thighs 
and back ached abominably. It was 
almost a relief to hear his feet 
clumping. Until, out of the corner of 
an eye, she saw he had a cane in his 
hand. 


‘Right, Cadet Bridges,’ came 
that confidently commanding voice, 
‘you are now going to receive what is 
customary for all new arrivals at an 
RTC.’ He was right before her, 
grinning almost, flexing the cane he 
held. There could be no doubt, she 
thought — despite her inner terror 
— that this man enjoys his job. She 
despised him for that. If, she 
thought again, I despise him 
enough, he will not break my spirit. 
My body, yes, from time to time, but 
not my spirit. ‘Right turn. March!’ 

Lorna obeyed the order. It was 
certainly no surprise to find herself 
heading straight for the wooden 
punishment trestle. ‘Halt!’ There it 
stood, right before. Hard, rigid. 
‘Cadet Bridges,’ he was barking out. 
‘All Detainees, on arrival, received 
six strokes of the cane. We call it an 
‘Introduction’. Personally, I would 
like to make it twelve, but that 
decision is not in my hands. You will 
remove your shorts and bend over 
the trestle. I should warn you that 
any refusal...or any interference, of 
a serious nature, with this Intro- 
duction, authorises me to administer 
additional strokes. Is that clear, 
Cadet Bridges?’ 

‘Y-yes...Sir...’ She tried to snap 
it out but her voice cracked on a high 
note. Shaking, she pushed down her 
shorts. Once again she was 
shamingly naked below the waist. 
How hard was he going to cane her? 
Very hard, she guessed. He’d 
obviously ‘got it in’ for her right 
from the start. Well, she had 
cheeked him, hadn’t she? Would she 
never learn? Guts...guts...now is the 
time to truly show your guts, she told 
herself. Hate him...hate him...it will 
surely help. She knelt and bent over 
the hard wooden trestle. It cut into 
her belly. It always did. She felt cold 
all through. ‘Spread your legs, Cadet 
Bridges. Wide.’ Feeling the 
shaming humiliation of it, Lorna did. 
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so. Her hindquarters, thus 
presented, seemed oddly detached 
from her. A separate object. The 
momentary illusion was quickly 
dispelled as First Officer Yardley’s 
cane came whistling down. 

The deep-searing, blazing pain of 
it across both buttock cheeks made 
Lorna realise her hindquarters were 
very much part bf herself. The 
torment streaked through every 
nerve in her body, it seemed, and 
exploded in her brain. She shrieked 
breathlessly, head tossing back. Oh 
the agony of that! Thank God there 
were only six. Not eighteen, like the 
last time. For First Officer Yardley 
seemed to have laid on twice as hard 
as any Officer in her Centre. Was 
that customary in an RTC or was it 
because of her? Pure speculation... 
abruptly cut off by the arrival of the 
second whip-lashing stroke. Gasping 


out again, her cry going up, Lorna 
writhed frantically over the trestle. 
Only an experience of such cruel 
discipline prevented her from 
throwing back her arms and hands in 
an attempt to alleviate the pain. 
Futile, as she knew, that would have 
been. It was simply something 
instinctive. 

Number three had her yelping 
like an injured puppy, kicking out 
uncontrolably. Oh the pain...oh the 
pain! Had she sufficient guts to 
withstand it? In a way, to defeat 
him? For she knew in her heart, he 
would have loved to have an excuse 
to give her extra. 

‘Halfway, Cadet Bridges,’ she 
heard him saying. ‘And I may tell 
you, here and now, that there is no 
reason why you should not be caned 
in this fashion, every day, if we 
deem it necessary.’ She heard his 


feet clump as he moved to the other 
side of the trestle. Now it would be 
her left flank which felt the wasp- 
sting bite ofthe tip. 

An over-long pause which had 
her nates clenching in dread 
anticipation. Then that so familiar — 
and so terrifying — harsh-sharp 
whistle ofthe descending cane. 

Blazing agony! Lorna lost her 
fierce gripon a wooden crossbar and 
twisted right over...legs kicking out. 
*A-a-aaghhh...aagghhh!* Through a 
haze of tears, she saw him looking 
down at her.  Dispassionate. 
Unmoved. A man doing his duty. 

Lorna had twisted back again. 
She was sobbing. Never before had 
she been caned so hard. The seven 
days which stretched ahead seemed 
more like seven weeks. 

‘Cadet Bridges...you will place 
your legs inside the back bar of the 


trestle,’ ordered First Officer 
Yardley. 

Thus, she was aware, she would 
be unable to twist over again. 
Worse, her hind would be curving 
more tautly. As she moved her legs, 
the pain in the ridged weals intensi- 
fied sharply. She gasped, feeling a 
desperate desire to plead. It would 
be useless. ¡She gritted her teeth, 
closed her eyes. Again that 
terrifying sound...again that 
excrutiating pain, especially in her 
left flank. That was where the tip bit; 
where the supple willow was 
travelling at its fastest. 


‘Yaagghhhh!’ Her calves 


thumped back against the crossbar, 
her bottom squirmed convulsively 
from side to side. One more...one 
more...oh thank God...only one 
more! She was heaving with deep 
sobs. For the moment, he had 


broken her. Physically anyway. 
Within her, the hard kernel of her 
spirit remained. That, she assured 
herself, would never be broken. Not 
even in this dreadful place. 

At least, she prayed it would not 
be. There must be limits to what the 
human will could endure, she 
realised. Her nates were clenching 
again; she could not stop herself 
twisting from side to side in dread. 
Deliberately, she was aware, he was 
keeping her waiting. It was a 
familiar ploy when a punishment 
was being administered. She had 
seen it before and experienced it 
before. 

Then, at long last, it came. As 
agonising a cut as all those which 
had preceded it. If not more so. With 
the whole of her bottom twisting and 
juddering uncontrolably, Lorna’s 
head was thrown back and her 
mouth gaped as she bayed her 
torment to the ceiling above...in a 
series of screeches which mounted 
ever higher in pitch. Then her head 
slumped down again and she was 
weeping unashamedly. 

Anger, as well as pain, throbbed 
through her whole being at the sheer 
inhumanity of it. What had it all 
been for? Nothing...nothing! 
Bitterly she remembered his words. 
‘We call it an ‘Introduction’.’ And an 
introduction was but a beginning. 
There would surely be more to 
follow. Little wonder her tears 
continued to flow unchecked. 

‘Cadet Bridges...on your feet!’ 
he barked. Groaning, she struggled 
up, feeling as if the skin of her 
bottom had shrunk by a quarter. 
Once again, the pain of those 
burning  weals intensified. He 
shimmered before her, seen through 
her tears. She strove to achieve an 
‘at attention’ position but swayed 
and nearly fell. She clasped the 
trestle for support. ‘A lot of fuss, 
Cadet Bridges,’ he was saying. “That 
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was only a six-stroke caning. You’ve 
had worse, as your record indicates.’ 

Yes, she thought wretchedly, 
maybe I have. But I’ve never been 
caned so hard in all my life before. 
How would it be possible to endure 
more than six from him? 

‘Pick up your shorts, 
Bridges.’ 

She cried out as she bent to do 
so. She started to put them on. 

‘Did I tell you to replace them?’ 

‘N-no..mmmff...no...s-sir...’ 

‘Then you will not do so. Left 
turn! March!’ Arms swinging (from 
sheer habit) Lorna found herself 
marching towards an open door on 
the far side of the room. ‘Left turn!’ 
Now she was marching down a 
corridor, he clumping behind her. 
Doubtless he was surveying those 
weals with dutiful satisfaction. 
‘Halt!’ They had arrived at a plain 
wooden door which he unlocked. It 
opened to reveal a windowless room, 
bare but for a hard-looking bed and a 
chair. ‘You will remain here 
overnight, Cadet Bridges. Your 
training will commence tomorrow. 
Under my personal direction.’ The 
door closed and was locked again. 
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Cadet 


Lorna fell face down on the bed 
and burst into a flood of scalding 
tears. 


Aubrey Blunt frowned. There 
was something niggling away at the 
back of his mind and he didn’t like it. 
Soon someone...some busybodying 
M.P., most likely...was going to 
raise the subject of punishment 
limitations (or not) in Remedial 
Training Centres. Nothing had been 
laid down officially yet. It would be 
best to be prepared. To spread the 
responsibility a little. He switched 
on his dictating machine. 


MORE MINISTRY MINUTES 


From: Permanent Deputy Under- 
Secretary, USS Div., Home Office 
To: Miss J Carver, Asst. Chief 
Executive, YSS Div., Home Office. 


© I am sending you a copy of the 
Memo I dictated to the Chief 
Executive Officer yesterday and 
would appreciate your comments. 

Also, I would like your views on 
the following: 


1. Whether or not the maximum 


number of strokes of the cane a girl 
can receive should remain at 18. 

2. Whether we should officially 
regularise punishments 
administered in the RTC’s. As you 
will be aware, no directives have as 
yet been given and Officers in these 
special establishments have almost 
‘carte blanche’ as to corrective 
discipline. So far, there has been no 
trouble mainly, I believe, because 
any Conscript would be wary of 
attempting to complain for fear of 
being sent back to an RTC. All the 
same, I think it might be best if we 
gave Commandants some guide- 
lines. Possibly ‘unofficially’ at this 


stage. 
A prompt reply would be 
appreciated. 


Aubrey Blunt switched off the 
dictating machine. For a while he 
continued to frown then his face 
brightened a little. He took up a pen 
and began to outline an Itinerary for 
his tour of the Country’s eighteen 
Remedial Training Centres. 
However reliable one’s subordinates 
he told himself, it was surely only 
sensible to see things for oneself 
from time to time. 
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A,suburban train jolts, shudders, and whines out of a dark and 


deserted station. The eleven thirty seven, running late, has become the 
eleveh forty three, and will not now arrive at Ambleside until eleven 


5 


aced girl peers through one of the train’s rain spotted windows 
at the.back of a row of houses just like the one she lives in; she 


should have caught the ten fifteen and has had to ‘phone her father both 
to apologise for being late and to ask him, please, to pick her up from the 
station, since she will have missed the last bus. She sees lighted windows 
here and there, some upstairs and some down, a television screen in a 
back room, pink curtains in a top floor window. Her room has pink 
curtains — thinking of her bedroom, she becomes suddenly conscious of 
the feel of her bottom against the seat; when she gets home, in her pink- 
curtained bedroom, she'll be rather more conscious of how it feels then! 

She watches other people’s houses go past, and knows that girls like 
her who live in those other houses don’t have to bend over the end of their 
beds and pull their nighties up; don’t have to gasp and splutter as a cane 
swishes hard across their bottoms for being home late. She just knows she 
is the only girl in the world who's father is a believer in 
corporal punishment — 

But is she? A new ‘Domestic Discipline’ series begins in 
New Blushes, soon. 


The apple store was redolent with the 
scent of summer. Too sweet and heavy to be 
pleasant. Yet it was now late Autumn and the 
apples stood in serried rows upon the 
benches around the narrow, brick-walled 
room. In fact, more like a large cupboard 
than a room. Whitewashed brick; a bare 
floor. 

‘It is the only place I can think of to lock 
you into, for the moment,’ he had said. ‘Until 
I decide what to do.’ 

Janet had never been so frightened 
before in all her life. What a terrible thing to 
have happened! If only she could turn the 
clock back and be the untroubled girl she had 
been earlier that afternoon. 

A moment of temptation. A moment of 
weakness. 

Whatever would Miss Baxter say? She 
was her Captain; the head of her Troop. She 
could almost hear it already. ‘You are a 
disgrace to the Guides, Janet. An absolute 
disgrace. And you are dismissed!’ Janet 
smoothed the navy blue skirt of her uniform. 
She had wanted to do so well; be a really 
good Guide. And now this! 


But it might be even worse. Janet 
trembled. Supposing he went to the Police? 
There was no reason why he shouldn’t. The 
disgrace! Her parents! Oh, she thought, I’d 
do anything to get out of this! Perhaps he 
was phoning the Police at that very moment. 
Even if he hadn’t locked the door, there was 
no point in running away. They would always 
catch up with her. 


Oh, why didn’t he come and put her out 
of her misery? At least, she would know the 
worst. 

She had come to the Barn House with the 
best of intentions. All part of the ‘Help the 
Elderly Week’ the Guides had organised. 
But, she soon discovered, old Mr and Mrs 
Fletcher had gone off to seek some sun for a 
week or three...and it was their son who was 
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in residence. 

“Pm not exactly elderly,’ he had said, 
smiling, ‘but I could do with some help. 
Housekeeper’s sick. How about cleaning up 
all the downstairs? Say for a fiver?’ 

‘Oh yes...Mr Fletcher...that’s most 
generous...’ Janet had been delighted. 
Whilst most of the others in the Troop would 
be picking up 20 or 50p, she would have 
made £5! 

‘I like your uniform, Janet,’ young Mr 
Fletcher had said, looking at her intently. 
“Very smart.’ 

‘Thank you, Sir.’ She had coloured faintly 
at this unexpected compliment. It made her 
feel far more grown-up than 16. Then she 
had set eagerly off to work. Hoovering, 
sweeping, dusting, polishing. Not all that 
hard work, really. Then, quite accidentally, 
she had come upon the ring. She had lifted 
the corner of a carpet, and there it was. A 
lovely big emerald. Obviously genuine. Even 
she could see that. Almost without realising 
what she was doing, Janet picked it up and 
slipped it inside her jacket. No one will ever 
miss it, she said to herself guiltily. That must 
have been lying there for years. It had felt 
cold against her skin. 

She had never done anything so dreadful 
in her life before. What had made her? After 
all, she was a good girl at heart. But she had 
succumbed to temptation. No point in 
denying it. 

Mr Fletcher had given her the fiver, 
standing close, smiling again. Then he was 
suddenly looking at her intently. Concen- 
trating upon her breasts, it seemed. She had 
backed away guiltily, colouring. Could that 
ring be showing through? Her uniform 
blouse was very thin. What stupid place to 
put it. Her shoe would have been better. 

‘What are you hiding in your blouse, 
Janet?’ he had asked, quietly but firmly. 

Janet had burst into tears. It was all over 
in a moment. She had put her hand in, taken 
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out the ring, and handed it back. ‘I didn’t 
mean to,’ she said weakly. ‘I’m so sorry.’ 

He had nodded understandingly but, all 
the same, he had locked her in the apple- 
store. ‘This is a family heirloom,’ he had 
said, ‘worth thousands. A most serious 
matter, I’m afraid.’ The door had closed, the 
lock had turned, Janet had been left alone. 

‘Tve made up my mind,’ he said, 
immediately he came back into the store. 
Janet must have been left alone for at least 
an hour, nerves jangling constantly. She felt 
like a jelly as she stood there before him. 

‘It...it was s-so silly of me...I didn’t 
m-mean...' 

‘Very silly,' he interrupted. ‘Not an act I 
would expect from a Girl Guide.’ 

“Tve never done anything like this 
before!’ she cried out in protest. 'I...I must 
have been mad!’ 

‘But you did it, Janet.” He paused. ‘I 
have decided not to tell the Police.' Janet 
swayed, almost collapsing with relief. Oh 
what a kind man he was! But surely, he 
would tell Mrs Baxter. That was bad enough. 
‘However, you must be punished.’ 

‘Yes...’ Janet found herself genuinely 
agreeing. It was only right. She had been 
most wicked. 

‘I have decided to cane you,’ he said in a 
quiet voice. 

Janet recoiled in dismay. In disbelief. 
Cane her? But she was grown up now. And... 


and...girls weren't caned any more! 'You 
don't mean it...' she whispered. 

‘Of course I mean it!’ He was sharp, 
looking angry. ‘You’re damn lucky I’m not 
taking you down to the Station and laying 
charges. You could get six months for this!’ 


Janet quailed. What he said was perfectly 
true. But...a caning...oh that would hurt! It 
was something out of another age. Barbaric, 
almost. 'I...I...' she began. 

‘Do you agree or not? You know the 
alternative, girl.’ Sharp again. Horrid. Janet 
was suddenly aware she had to agree, no 
matter how much it went against the grain. 
No matter how much it was going to hurt. 

‘Alright then,’ she nodded nervously. Oh 
this was,terrible, terrible! All happening on 
one quiet Autumn afternoon. Her simple 
world had turned quite upside-down. With 
dread she saw Mr Fletcher taking a cane 
down off the top shelf. How did it happen to 
be there, she suddenly wondered? They had 
other things to worry about, for Mr Fletcher 
was forcing her over the bench on which the 
lines of apples lay. ‘You will keep bent over 
there while I cane you, Janet,’ he was 
saying. ‘And the better you behave, the 
fewer strokes you will get.’ Apples pressed 
into her belly and breasts as he pushed her 
over roughly. I must endure it...I must, she 
told herself. Then, to her utter shame, she 
realised he was pulling down her uniform 
skirt. 

‘Stop it...stop...you mustn’t!’ 

‘You don’t imagine you’re to be caned 
over your skirt...and knickers...do you, girl?’ 
said Mr Fletcher with a laugh. And with that, 
Janet found her small white briefs pulled 
down as well. The shock of such immodest 
exposure seemed to half paralyse her and 
she could only lie there, over the bench, 
sobbing. 

Then a cane tapped her bottom. ‘Oh...no 
uno NO... 

‘As you’re so young,’ I shall not be too 
severe,’ announced Mr Fletcher. He recalled 
some of the quite severe canings he had 
handed out in the past — usually. to maids 
employed by his Mother. He always 
employed the same old ‘Ring Trick’, as with 
this youngster. It had worked surprisingly 
well. 

A wristy cut. Not too hard to start with. A 
gasping-squeal and the girl’s head jerked 
back. It amused him to note that she still 
wore that charming little Guide’s uniform 
hat. No knickers, but a hat. How sweet! 

Another cut. Another squealing gasp. 
She wriggled nicely. Young Fletcher paused. 
“You admit you’re a very naughty girl, don’t 
you?’ he demanded, seeing the young pale 
flesh twitching apprehensively. 

‘Y-yes...ohh...yes...I’m so sorry...’ 

Two wristy cuts in quick succession had 
the girl squirming even more. Crying out 
despairingly. Throwing back an arm and 
hand. ‘Oooowwww...oh please stop...’ 

“Take your hand away, Janet...you 
wicked thief!’ 

Janet took her hand away. Oh how long 
was this going on. The shame...and the 
pain? It was too, too awful! 

The next cut harder. Janet shrieked, 


almost twisted off the bench. Another, 
similar cut. ‘aaaiiieee...no...no...stop!’ The 
apples were rolling about beneath her she 
twisted and bounced. They, in their own 
way, hurt too. 

How many should he give her? Perhaps 
just a couple more would do. He didn’t want 
her running off to show her mother what a 
savage he’d been. ‘Stick your bottom out, 
girl... you deserve this, you know!’ 

Amazingly, that bottom was thrust out. 
Her conscience must certainly be troubling 
her! A swishing cut. The hardest yet...and 
the most violent writhing over the bench. 
“Yaaaaghhh...yyyaaaaagh...no more!’ 

‘One more,’ said young Fletcher firmly. 
Then gave it to the girl even harder still. 


* * * * 


It took quite some time for the sobbing 
and weeping to subside. 

“You may stand up now, Janet,’ he said. 
The girl got up stiffly, wincing. 

‘Oh...oh it hurts...’ she moaned. 

‘What else would you expect, you stupid 
girl? A cane is meant to hurt! No...don't pull 
vour knickers up. Just stand there, as vou 
are.’ She had a trim little bush, he noted. 
Pity she wasn't a bit older; like some of those 
maids had been. Still, he could have a little 
fun, all the same. 

*C-can't...mmmf...can't I go now, Mr 
Fletcher... mmmf...mmmfff...?’ Janet 
sobbed. 

Obviously the fact that she was standing 
in front of him with her panties around her 
thighs...showing him all, as they say...was 
concerning her no end. Well, she was almost 
certainly still a virgin. 

‘Not yet, Janet,’ he answered. ‘I’m afraid 
I shall have to find out whether or not you 
have any more valuables on you.’ 

‘I...haven’t...Ihaven’t!’ 

‘So you say!’ Brusquely young Martin 
unbuttoned the uniform jacket...and a pair of 
apple round titties was revealed. Soft, warm 
girl-flesh. That delightful golden hue. He 
fondled it. Loving the feel of it. She 
shuddering away. ‘Keep still, girl...I’ve got 
to make sure there’s nothing else concealed 
here!’ He squeezed and fondled, parting the 
young fruit. In that room, there was fruit 
everywhere. On the shelves; now in his 
hands. 

*Don't...p-please...don't...' she begged 
pathetically. But he went on taking his enjoy- 
ment. Oh what lovely young tits! 

‘Doesn’t seem to be anything here,’ he 
said at last. ‘Nothing concealed inside you, I 
suppose.’ She went scarlet. Of course, he 
knew there wasn’t, in this case. But on 
previous occasions, he’d had to make sure. 
With Mabel. With Lizzie. With Doreen. And 
many more. He patted the girl's bottom. “TII 
give you the benefit of the doubt, Janet,’ he 
said. 

The relief on that young face was a sight 
to behold! 

‘Can I go now...please...please!’ 

‘Not just yet, Janet.’ He smiled at her. ‘I 
want you to stay here for a while...and think 
of your wickedness and where it has led you. 


No...don’t argue about it. Also, I want you to 
recover something of your composure. Can’t 
face your Troop Leader, or your mother, with 
a face looking like that. They’d want to know 
what had happened, wouldn’t they.’ 

Janet nodded. 

“...and you wouldn't want to tell them, 
would you? Not what you did? Nor what I 
did? | 

Janet nodded again. 

‘Because then the whole story would have 
to come out, wouldn’t it? And neither of us 
want that, do we?’ 

This time, 
vehemently. 

‘Right then...another hour. To think 
things over properly. And, perhaps, pray 
that you do not let yourself do anything so 
stupid again. No...don’t pull your knickers 
up. I want them down there for the whole 
hour. As a reminder. Also, put your hands on 
top of your head.’ 

Obediently, Janet did so. She simply 
wished he would go away. Leave her alone. 
Oh what a terrible afternoon it had turned 
out to be! 

He finally left. Janet stood silent but 
tearful. A disgrace to my uniform — or what 
she had left of it on her body — she thought 
miserably. After a while, she felt hungry and 
reached out for an apple. No! That would be 
stealing! And Janet had already resolved she 
would never steal again. Not as long as she 
lived. 


Janet shook her head 


But how could she step up 
the pace? Did this man have 
any idea how exhausting it 
was to run uphill through 


* 
squelching mud? Slimy 
mud? It was something that 
made the muscles of one's 
thighs and calves feel as if 
they were literally burning. 
That was to begin with. Later 
it felt as if one's muscles 
were being filled with soggy 
sand. More and more of it. 
Was it so surprising. then, 
that she fell.  sobbing 
weakly? Conscious always of 
his hovering switch. He 
couldn't go on hitting her. 
She simply couldn't stand 
much more. Though she was 
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a Cadet, she still wasn’t all 
that strong. She was only a 
girl. That didn’t seem to 
count with First Officer 
Yardley. 

‘Move! Move...keep those 
legs moving!’ 

She was being bellowed at 
as if she were an animal. It 
wasn't fair. How could they 
do such things to her? 
Panting hoarsely, sobbing, 
she staggered up the slope. 


MEMO from: Miss J Carver, 
Assistant Chief Executive, YSS Div., 
Home Office. 

To: Permanent Deputy  Under- 
Secretary, YSS Div., Home Office. 


6: am in general agreement with 
the proposals outlined in your 
Memo to the Chief Executive. 18 
strokes of the cane is indeed a severe 
punishment for a girl and I consider 
the month’s interval sensible. 

As regards Item 1: 

You ask whether or not the 
maximum number of strokes a girl 
can receive should remain at 18. I 
presume you are not considering 
lowering the maximum so are asking 
me if I think any increase is 
desirable. In exceptional cases, I 
think it might be even though there 
is always the alternative of sending 
the girl to an RTC. However, if 24 
stroke canings are to be awarded to 
girls, I suggest that they be given in 
two lots of 12 strokes, with a 48-hour 
interval in between. The waiting 
time for the second administration 
would be salutary in itself. 

As regards Item 2: 

I definitely think punishments in 

RTC’s should be regularised and not 
left to the Commandant’s discretion. 
In the first place, each Commandant 
will think differently and this means 
that punishments throughout the 
RTC system are not uniform. As I 
think they should be. 
As to the level of punishment, this is 
a matter for consideration and 
debate. I think you should chair a 
meeting of all Executive Officers, 
when the matter could be thrashed 
out. If I may use such an 
expression!’ © 


Aubrey Blunt grimaced at the 
levity displayed at the conclusion of 
this Memo, then placed it in his ‘For 
Attention’ tray. But then, he 
reflected, Jane Carver was not much 
more than a girl herself. Only 25 
years of age. One had to make 
allowances. 


* * * * 


Lorna Bridges slept a sleep of 
exhaustion. When she was abruptly 
awoken, she was still lying face 
down on the unyielding bed. ‘Up... 
up...at attention!’ a voice was 
bellowing. It was, of course, First 
Officer Yardley. Lorna’s first 
sensation was that of the pain of her 
new weals as she almost fell off the 
bed. ‘Strip!’ There was little left for 
her to take off. Still bleary-eyed, 
head swimming, Lorna removed her 
sailor-uniform top. Once again she 
was conscious of his intense interest 
in her nudity. ‘Put these on.’ He 
tossed down a singlet and shorts. 
"We're going for a training run.” 
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Lorna picking up the flimsy 
garments, suddenly realised how 
thirsty she was. ‘C-can I have a 
drink, Sir?’ she croaked. 

He pointed to a mug and a plate 
set on the chair. ‘There’s bread and 
water there,’ he said. ‘I’ll be back in 
five minutes.’ Then he was gone 
again. Lorna ate and drank greedily 
before pulling on the singlet and 
shorts. Oh how those weals still 
hurt! What time could it be? It felt 
terribly early to her. She had done 
training runs before, but sensed this 
would be something out of the 
ordinary. The whole place was out of 
the ordinary. More like a prison than 
anything. Then, suddenly, he was 
back, looking brisk and efficient. 
Uniformed but wearing some kind of 
yellow over-all weather protector. 
Nothing like that for her, of course. 

‘Out!’ He jogged from the room 
and Lorna jogged after him. Out of 
the barrack-like building, into the 
grounds. They were wooded and 
undulating, stretching far and wide. 
To her horror, she suddenly noticed 
that First Officer Yardley had a 
switch in his hand. ‘Go ahead of me, 
Cadet Bridges...and set a good pace, 
I want no slacking on this first run.’ 
She passed him and got a stinging 
little cut from the switch as she did 
so. With a squeal, she began to run 
rather than jog. 

Up and down the slopes they 
went, feet squelching in mud. 
Obviously, quite recently, it had 
been raining heavily. That didn’t 
make the going any easier. Lorna 
could hear him running behind her. 
It sounded easy and long-striding; 
certainly he wasn’t panting. Very fit, 
she thought. But then, so am I. 
Anyone who has been a Naval 
Conscript for six months must be fit. 
It was cold, the wind sharp. She was 
conscious of her breasts bouncing up 
and down. How long was this 
training run going to take, she 
wondered? Best to try and reserve 
her strength. 

The switch flicked lightly across 
her scantily clad bottom. ‘Step up 
the pace, Cadet Bridges.’ 

She stepped it up as best she 
could. They were ascending quite a 
steep slope. There was an ache 
beginning in her calf and thigh 
muscles. Fortunately, they arrived at 
a gradually descending stretch. 
Lorna let herself run loosely, trying 
to ease the muscle pain. Again the 
switch flicked stingingly. ‘Faster,’ 
came the command. Lorna gritted 
her teeth. He wasn’t giving her a fair 
chance. She speeded again, then 
stumbled and sprawled into the cold 
mud. The switch lashed her buttocks 
cruelly. 

‘Very careless, Cadet Bridges’, 
he bellowed. ‘Get up...and get on!’ 
Again he lashed her. Crying out, 


Lorna staggered to her feet. This 
was becoming worse than even she 
had imagined it might be. She began 
to run again, now sluggishly, up 
quite a steep incline. Cold as it was, 
she had begun to sweat. There was a 
pain in her chest. Always she was 
conscious of that cane in his hand. 
On...on...on. If only she knew how 
far she had to go. Then she could 
have paced herself. An ankle turned 
in a rut. Once more she was 
slithering in the mud. Not only was it 
cold and paifful, it was utterly 
degrading. It made one feel more 
like an animal than a human being. 

‘You’re clumsy, Cadet Bridges. 
Don’t they teach you deportment in 
the Navy?’ 

Lash...lash! Of course they 
didn’t teach her deportment; hardly 
a naval subject. She was forcing her 
way up again. Hating him, yet 
striving to control her seething 
emotions in order to avoid worse 
torment. He’d got hold of her. This 
time he was pulling her up. ‘Come 
on...move it...move!’ The switch 
fell yet again, catching her over one 
of the weals raised the previous 
evening. She screamed as she 
staggered on up the muddy slope. 
How long could she go on like this? 
What was he trying to do to her? She 
was only an 18 year old girl. Had he 
no compassion? It seemed not. He 
pounded along behind her...urging 
and threatening. It seemed to Lorna, 
after another five minutes or so on 
this ghastly undulating track, that 
her heart must burst. She must rest. 
She must! There was only one way, 
even though Lorna realised it would 
bring a penalty. Deliberately, she 
sprawled herself down into the 
cold mud. 

The penalty came. Two biting 
cuts. She screamed, threshing in the 
slime. It was quite bestial; quite 
unbelievable. How could they treat 
her like this? How could anyone be 
treated like this? 

‘We’re by no means finished, 
Cadet Bridges,’ he was saying, 
towering over her in that yellow 
weather-protector. ‘Obviously the 
Navy have different fitness 
standards to RTC’s. Up you get. I 
want to see some real effort.’ 

If it had been within her physical 
power, Lorna thought she would 
have killed him at that moment. The 
effort involved in getting to her feet 
was horrendous. She somehow made 
it, then staggered on. They were 
going downhill again. Her limbs 
were beginning to feel like lead, her 
breath was rasping. The fact that she 
was wet and coated with mud was no 
longer of any concern. Her only 
desire was that he would stop 
driving her on. 

She had to ensure several more 
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cuts before they arrived back at the 
barrack-like building which was now 
her ‘home’. Grim as it looked, she 
was glad to see it. She collapsed in a 
heap on the floor. 

“Up!” came the instant command. 
Was there no end to it? ‘Shower,’ he 
snapped. “This way.’ Head whirling, 
Lorna followed the yellow-clad figure 
down a passageway...then into a 
shower room. Still fully clothed, she 
was thrust into a cubicle. The next 
moment, icy streams of water were 
jetting down on her. It was a shock, 
but she didn’t mind. She was 
positively steaming from her 
exertions. It was a blessed relief. To 
begin with. 

‘Stick your backside out of the 
shower, Cadet Bridges!’ 

‘Oh...oh...please, Sir...haven’t I 
had enough? Ooohhh...please!' 

‘You should know better than to 
disobey an order. Stick it out, Cadet 
Bridges.’ 

Sobbing, Lorna stuck it out. 
Harsh discipline she had expected, 
but nothing quite like this. The 
switch lashed across her. 
Fortunately nowhere near as hard as 
it had done when she had been over 
that trestle. But it still hurt. It hurt 
like crazy when it fell over a previous 
weal. Standing under the freezing 
lances of water, Lorna yelped and 
squirmed continuously and 
frantically. 

Then, suddenly, he stopped. 
Equally suddenly, the water was 
turned off. 

‘I was not impressed by your 
performance, Cadet Bridges,’ he 
was saying. ‘I can only hope you will 
do better during the rest of your stay 
here.’ 

There was no answer to that. 
How could she do better? She had 
given of her utmost yet still received 
cut after cut. She felt dizzy. Perhaps 
Pm going to faint, she thought 
hopefully. They'll have to take me to 
the Sick Bay. But she didn’t faint. 

Resolutely, First Officer Yardley 
marched her back to her bleak cell- 
room. ‘Strip,’ he ordered, handing 
her a towel. Lorna stripped naked 
yet again, thankful to use a towel on 
her now chilled, wet body. Except 
over her bottom, that is. ‘Bread and 
water later, Cadet Bridges,’ he said. 
Then he was quickly gone and the 
door locked. Lorna sank down on to 
the bed, filled with despair. 

She was beginning to appreciate 
the true horror of a Remedial 
Training Centre. And why very few 
Conscripts returned there for a 
second time. 


emedial T reatment 


He was very well aware 
that he was by no means 
as ill as he was making 
out. Still, the situation 
on. him very well. A nice little 
chick of a nurse attending to every 
need. Uncle Bertie’s country house 
to recuperate in. Luckily the old boy 
was away for the rest of the summer 
and must have been in a generous 
mood when news of his nephew’s 
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» | affliction reached. Jaun- 
dice is never nice, 
especially when you first 
get it. Completely takes 
all the stuffing out of you. Can do so 
for weeks and even months. In his 
question, it was a question of weeks. 
Not that he was letting on. His head 
drooped as he caught sight of the 
trim, uniformed figure crossing the 
wide expanse of lawn to where his 
chair had been set. ‘You asleep, Mr 


‘Lomax?’ It was little 
| more than a whisper. 
John made a feeble kind 
of moaning sound, then 
eee opened his eyes. ‘Just having 
a little doze, my dear. Feeling a bit 
weak today." What a right little 
cracker she was! John was well 
aware that he must be almost fully 
recovered. He wouldn't have felt like 
this. otherwise. Mmmm....the 


things he could do to little Nurse 
Mandy Mason! A cool, soft hand was 
laid on his brow: the other hand felt 
for his pulse. Was she really fooled 
by all his lopping about? If so. she 
must be a pretty inexperienced 
nurse. he reflected. 

‘No temperature.’ said Mandy. ‘And 
you don't look too bad. All the 
vellow's nearly gone. Still, I do know 
that jaundice can be most debilitat- 
ing. She gave him one of those 
sweet little smiles of hers. God. he 
fancied her! Must try not to show it. 
though. He forced a wan smile. 

‘It makes one feel so old,’ said John 
Lomax. lving in his teeth. Uncle 
Bertie was paying the bill for this 
private nursing service...so 
naturally. John was in no hurry at all 
to dispense with it. 

‘Quite warm, isn't it? Do you think 
vou need that blanket round vou, Mr 
Lomax?’ she enquired. 
‘Actually, I feel a bit shivery.’ He 
saw the girl nod understandingly. 
‘If you don’t need me for a while,’ 
she said, ‘I think I'll go and take a 
shower, Mr Lomax.’ 

"Yes, by all means do, my dear. I 
think I'll stay here for another hour 
or so.’ The idea of Mandy naked 
under a shower excited John 
enormously. Ridiculous really, but 


there you are. Then he had a sudden 
idea — one filled with exciting 
possibilities. There was only one 
shower in the old house, recently 
installed in the annexe on the ground 
floor. John knew exactly where it 
was. More than that, he was aware 
that someone had lost the key...thus 
providing any observer with an 
excellent peephole. John found his 
nerves tingling. The idea developed. 
Well...why not? ‘Take your time, 
Mandy,’ he smiled bravely. 
‘Thank you, Mr Lomax.’ The girl 
turned and walked back across the 
lawn. Her shapely posterior swung 
seductively. Mmm...ves...ves...I 
must definitely have a look at that. 
Under more propitious 
circumstances! 
Mandy disappeared into the house. 
I'll give her five minutes, thought 
John. He didn’t want to bump into 
her before she got into the shower, 
though he could always make the 
excuse he had had a sudden urgent 
need to go to the loo. Those five 
minutes ticked away slowly. 
Ridiculously, John found himself 
feeling almost as excited asa 
schoolboy on his first date. Probably 
because I haven’t had any for quite a 
while, he thought. On the other 


hand, the sexy attractiveness of this 


young nurse was quite a factor. 
Finally he got up out of the chair and 
headed for the annexe. 


* * * * 


He moved stealthily towards the 
shower door, feeling a combination 
of guilt and heady exhilaration. He’d 
never played the role of Peeping 
Tom before. Well, as someone had 
once said, in the sexual field, you 
should try most things at least once. 
She was in there, alright. He could 
hear her moving around. Holding his 
breath, John put his eye to the 
keyhole. Luckily, the girl was in his 
line of vision, but she was still 
clothed. Partially so, anyway. Even 
better, he said to himself, I’m in for 
a striptease first! Gradually the 
uniform came off. Down to the 
underwear. Mmm...sexier than one 
might have expected. Suspender 
belt and stockings. He hoped to God 

he wouldn’t sneeze at the critical 
moment. Down went the little 
knickers, to reveal a neat brown 
bush. Then, when Mandy turned 
and moved towards the shower 
cubicle, John’s eyes could scarcely 
believe what they were seeing. 
She had cane weals running across 
that delightful young bottom of hers! 


NM 
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,the water hissing, 
om now lost to view. But 

s mind was in quite some 
turmoil. Was it possible the girl 
enjoyed that sort of thing? Or had 
someone punished her against her 
will? It was something quite 
fascinating to contemplate. Also, 
either way, it opened up new vistas 
for him! He stayed to get another 
eyeful of Mandy's trim body as she | 
left the shower, then backed | 
carefully away and went back into | 
the garden. Sinking in to his chair, 
he considered the situation from a 
variety of angles. If one man could 
cane the girl why not another? It was 
something he had always wanted to 
do. Now a real chance seemed to be 
opening up. On the other hand, he 
hadn't got a cane. No matter, Giving 
her a good spanking could be even 
more enjoyable. Yes...definitely so. 
He loved the idea of his palm 
slapping and slapping that girlish 
bare flesh. 

The first thing to do, John decided, 
was to find out who had been her 


å de 


previous patient. 


* * * * 


He asked her the question directly 
when she returned with a tea-tray. 
‘Colonel Dodge,’ she had replied, 
after a slight hesitation. 
‘Ahhh....’ John knew the man 
slightly and didn’t like him. A red- 
faced booming old buffer in his 
sixties. ‘A strict man?’ he enquired. 
‘Still a bit of a disciplinarian? One 
would suppose so, since he still uses 
his rank.’ John saw the girl flushing 
slightly, then begin to nibble at a 
lower lip. 
'I...I...suppose so...’ she replied. 
turning her head away. She seemed 
both frightened and embarrassed. 
John decided to take the bull by the 
horns. 

‘Why did he cane you?’ he asked as 
calmy as he could manage. 
Now Mandy really flushed. Crimson. 
And her eyes widened in shocked 
dismay. ‘H-how...h-how...did you 
know?’ she gasped out. 
‘Never mind about that. I want to 
know the reason why?’ 

Now the girl looked angry and 
confused; for a moment, he thought 
she was going to run away. ‘He...he 
well...he found some of the family 
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silver in my luggage. Accused me of 
stealing.’ There was a long pause, 
followed by a sob. ‘I reckon the old 
bastard planted it there.’ 

John smiled. Not a very likely story, 
it seemed to him. ‘So...it was the 
police or his cane?’ Mandy nodded. 
Had the old boy set her up — for his 
own devices — or was she simply 
short of readies? It didn’t matter 
much either way. The point was, this 
girl, if cornered, was prepared to 
take punishment to get herself out 
of it. 

Very interesting. Something to 
brood upon. My word, he was 
feeling as fit as a fiddle again. And 
possibly looking it. ‘Did...he...did he 

tell you?’ she asked in a 
pathetic little voice. ‘He promised he 
wouldn't... 
‘I’m not at liberty to reveal,’ 
said John. 

Mandy suddenly looked angry and 
sulky at the same time. ‘He must 
have told you,’ she said. ‘Oh you 

men...how you stick together! I 
suppose you discussed all the 
details?’ 

‘I’m not at liberty to reveal,’ 
repeated John. The idea of 
discussing anything of this nature 
with Colonel Dodge really was 
somewhat bizarre! 


Mandy looked angrier than ever. 
‘You’re...a...fraud,’ she said 
suddenly. ‘You know there’s nothing 
wrong with you now. You’re just 
skiving. Keeping me around to wait 
on you.” 

Now it was John’s turn to be angry. 
Few things hurt more than the truth. 
‘How dare you talk to me like that 
Nurse Mason?’ he snapped. ‘You’re 
employed here to look after me by 
my Uncle. And I am still sick. 
Frankly, I don’t think you know a 
great deal about nursing. Maybe 
you’re not even qualified. You just 

get yourself sent to houses like this 
— and that of Colonel Dodge — so 
that you can rob them.’ 
‘Oh get stuffed!’ The girl turned 
away, but not before he had seen 
the fury in her eyes. Had he hit upon 
the truth, too? Right, he thought, 
you're not going to speak to someone 
twice your age like that. The little 
minx! With the agility of a fully fit 
man, he leapt up out of the chair and 
hauled the girl across his knees. It 
was lovely to feel her young body 
struggling to break free...her limbs 
kicking out. ‘Let me go...ooohhh... 
let me go...you s-swine!’ 
John, needless to say, had no 
intention of doing any such thing. He 
was getting a tighter grip on that 


slim waist...and was beginning to 
haul up the skirt of her striped 
uniform. 
'Stoo...ooopppp it....Oh what are 
you doing?’ came an anguished 
screech. 

‘Pulling up your skirt...so that Ican 
smack your bottom, young lady!’ 
stated John with relish. A tiny pair of 
briefs adorned the twin curves. He 
tugged them down; with Mandy 
struggling wildly. ‘I...oohh...1’ll 
have the Law on you!’ she shrieked. 
Lucky Uncle's little manor stood in 
its own grounds, nicely isolated, 
thought John, as that superb young 
bottom, carrying its weals, came 
nakedly into view. How it bounced 
and juddered with her struggles! he 
began to slap it...hard...first one 
cheek, then the other. 
Mandy shrieked louder, twisting and 
turning, kicking out. ‘Stooppp...!’ 
She was getting wilder, but John had 
a good grip of her. Already he had 
decided that slapping a young 
woman's bottom was even better 
than he had imagined it might be. 
“You're cheeky...' SMACK! “You're 
a thief...” SMACK! “You're a 
phoney...’ SMACK! ‘Not a nurse at 
all...” SMACK! SMACK! ‘Just a 
thief...’ SMACK! ‘Who deserved to 
be caned...' SMACK! ‘And now 


deserves...’ SMACK! SMACK! ‘To 
be spanked...’ 

The juddering cheeks were getting 
redder and redder...jelly-soft flesh 
all a-quiver. John went on smacking 
with infinite relish, despite the 
burning in his palm, ignoring the 
increasingly desperate pleas and 
threats. Then, suddenly, the girl was 
no longer struggling, simply sobbing 
weakly. ‘No...m-more...oh...no 
more...oh...please...no more...’ 
John went on smacking, just as hard 
as he could. ‘Admit you’re a phoney! 
Just dressed up as a nurse...to go 
thieving!’ 

“Yes... YESSS!” cried out Mandy 
despairingly. ‘I...admit it!’ 
John stopped spanking. He’d given 
her plenty. Those cheeks were 
scarlet with his palm and finger- 
prints. Well, here was a turn-up! 
She had admitted it. He had simply 
guessed at it. Certainly put a 
different complexion on things. Just 
as he had done in that swellingly 
curvaceous area! He released her 
and she knelt by his chair, sobbing 
and sobbing, pressing her hands to 
those burning cheeks. ‘What a 
disgrace.’ said John sternly. ‘A slur 
on a whole caring profession. How 
have you got away with it? Forged 
your credentials, I suppose.’ 


He saw her head nodding weakly. 
The spanking he had just given her 
seemed to have taken all the 
cheekiness...and the stuffing...out 
of her. ‘I’m sorry,’ she said. 

‘A bit late to be sorry. I suppose your 
case is stuffed with a lot of my 
Uncle’s valuables. He’d be delighted 
with me for taking you on!’ 
‘J-just...a few small things...’ she 
whispered. The sobs were lessening. 
‘Oh p-please Mr. L-Lomax, what are 
you going to do?’ 

John smiled inwardly. The situation 
looked even more promising now. 

‘Well, Nurse Mason,’ he said 
sarcastically, ‘this situation cannot 
be allowed to continue. You are a 
menace to decent society...’ 
‘Don’t tell on me...ohhh...don’t 
they'll put me away...” 
‘That’s as maybe,’ replied John. Oh 
this was very good. He had the girl 
in the palm of his hand. ‘This matter 
has to be thought about carefully.’ 
'Please...please...I'll give it all up... 
I really will...’ 

‘The first thing to do — obviously,’ 
continued John, ignoring the girl, ‘is 
to have a consultation with the 
Colonel. He is a man of the world 
and his advice would be welcome.’ 
He smiled at the look of petrified 
horror on the girl’s pretty features. 


‘Yes...that’s the first thing to 
do...’ He went on smiling as 
Mandy’s jaw dropped, the 
implication of his words 
sinking in. The Colonel, 
obviously, would still have 
his cane. ‘...between us,’ 
said John, ‘I think we can 
handle this matter to a most 
satisfactory conclusion!’ 
Mandy’s head had gone 
down again. Her sobs, which 
had been dying away, began 
to intensify. 


Dear Sir, 

| have bought a .copy 
of Blushes 20 and must say 
it is one of your best 
publications yet, and all the 
others are great! 

What a glorious body 
the girl who portrayed 
Anthea Ryder has, what a 
superb arse! It hardly 
needs shaping up in a gym. 

Also the feature on 
Clarissa Wrangham was 
excellent — no wonder 
even a vicar couldn’t keep 
his hands off her. The story 
and glorious photographs 
also highlighted the fact 
that underneath many a 
demure young womans 
outward respectability lie 
bras, briefs, suspenders 
and even basques waiting 
to be revealed! Not to 
mention superb behinds 
aching to be manhandled. 

But by far the best item 
was Ministry Business 
featuring the very 
attractive Hilary Wareham 
— what I wouldn't give to 
have her over my knee in 
my office! The pictures on 
pages 28-29 were excellent, 
from standing full-skirted 
to bent over a table having 
skirt raised and knickers 
drawn down. 

The whole sequence 
highlighted the attraction 
of French knickers worn by 
beautiful women, as was 
also shown to perfection by 
teacher’s wife Sarah Tillot 
in Whispers 5. Briefs are 
just right on younger girls, 
blue or sexy for daring 
schoolgirls or under sports 
skirts, but French knickers 
are wonderful on the fuller 
womanly body. | share also 
the dream of writer A.T. in 
Supplement 12 of raising 
Julia Somerville's skirt, 
drawing down a pair of 
silky knickers and tanning 
her backside. 

| also enjoyed reading 
the letter from A.J. of 
South Wales in Blushes 20 
who shares my liking for 
girls in school uniform, and 


must agree with the writer 
from Solihull that the 
feature on schoolgirl Sarah, 
she of the short skirt and 
black stockings in Supple- 
ment 12, was fantastic. It 
would be interesting to 
hear what other readers 
would rate as the best three 
girls over recent issues, 
dividing their replies into:- 
a) Most attractive overall 
appearance of a woman. 

b) Most attractive 
schoolgirl. 

c) Best behind. 

How about it? The girl bent 
over the desk in the white 
shorts on the cover of 
Blushes 20 would take 


some beating — so to 
speak! 
Andrew T 
TIGHTS 
Dear Sir, 


| have just bought my 
first copy of your magazine 
‘Uniform Girls No. 10’. 
What an excellent product, 
very stimulating. 

| had reservations about 
the £5 cover price, but 
bought it anyway. Whilst | 
think it is rather overpriced 
compared to the amount of 
content, it is well worth it 
for the subject of the 
contents. All those lovely 
girls being spanked and the 
stories are very well 
written. 

Personally, | would like 
to see more girls in school 
uniform (with their lovely, 
white socks) being taken in 
hand. Also, for the price, 
couldn't some gentle 
bondage be introduced? A 
gorgeous girl tied hand and 
foot, her pants pulled down 
and her bum spanked. 

I must admit I do like 


bondage and | would 
subscribe to your 
magazine, regardless of 


price, to see. pictures of 
pretty girls in a dusty, 
rarely-used room being tied 
up and spanked. l'd also 
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like to see girls in tights 
being punished; stockings 
are the great turn on, but 
there's nothing wrong in a 
lovely rounded bum in soft, 
nylon tights. , 

Keep up the good work 
and | hope to purchase 
another copy in the future. 
No. 10 with its outdoor 
Nun/Saint story and photos 
was superb. How about a 
captured policewoman 
being stripped and spanked 
in a future story. Finally as 
my addition’ to the 
celebrity spanking, As well 
as Selina Scott, how about 
‘Doctor Who’ girl Nicola 
Bryant (wearing a leotard) 
receiving a firm spanking; 
or Heather Locklear of 


Hooker’. Wow. M.T.McA. 


Discretion is the better 
part, M. T. 


PUNISHMENT 
COMPETITION 


Dear Editor, 

First can | say how 
much | enjoy your 
magazine. | have read all 
the competition and can 
honestly say that you are 
leagues ahead of them! 

Last year | worked in 
Germany for a long period 
as one of a team of 
engineers on secondment 
to the German railways. | 
soon discovered that the 
Germans love CP although 
they have a much more 
severe outlook on the 
discipline of girls than we 
do. | made several contacts 
at work and soon found 
myself a leading member of 
a private ‘men only’ club 
existing to discuss and 
practice all aspects of CP 
and male domination. 
Membership was about 
equally divided between 
Germans and expatriate 
Englishmen like myself. 
One hot evening in August 
we held a contest to decide 
which of the members was 
our ‘Champion Chastiser’. 
We did this because there 


had been so many (good 
natured) arguments regar- 
ding respective member’s 
prowess with cane, tawse 
and brich. 


Various Instruments 


All 20 of the members 
gathered in the hall of a 
local private school of 
which our chairman, Hans, 
was headmaster. As it was 
the middle of the summer 
vacation we had the place 
entirely to ourselves. We 
took our seats with eager 
anticipation in front of a low 
stage bare save for a heavy 
wooden chair and a small 
table on which could be 
seen the- various instru- 
ments of punishment to be 
used in the contest. Hans 
outlined the proceedings. 
There were three compet- 
itors and each would be 
given 45 minutes in which 
to demonstrate his 
expertise in the fields of 
spanking, humiliation and 
the use of tawse, cane and 
birch. Each competitor 
would use identical 
instruments (all new) and 
he demonstrated these. 
The tawse was a heavy 
Lochgelly, nearly two feet 
long with three, nine inch 
tails while the cane was 
equally severe, three foot 
long and about half an inch 
in diameter. The birch 
comprised 12 long straight 
branches each about a 
quarter inch in diameter 
and with the buds and 
small twigs left on to 
provide additional punish- 
ment to a tender bottom. 
Hans was obviously proud 
of it telling us that he had 
selected the birch rods 
himself that morning. He 
went on to say that the 
competitors would be 
allowed a maximum 


number of strokes for each 
of these instruments and, 
at the end, would be 


awarded marks by all those 
present for both technique 
and presentation. We were 
assured that the girls to be 
used for this contest (all 
daughters of club 
members) had been 
selected because they were 
in need of a very sound 
thrashing. He finished by 
telling us that the order in 
which each competitor 
would come on and which 
of the three girls he would 
get had been determined 
earlier by drawing straws. 


Tall Slim Blonde 


To keep this letter to a 
reasonable length | will 
describe only the 
performance of the first 
competitor, Phil, a coll- 
eague of mine, who was 
also the subsequent 
winner. He stood in the 
centre of the stage and 
Hans clapped twice. A door 
at the back of the hall 


opened and a tall slim 
blonde girl called Eva 
appeared and slowly 


walked up to the stage, her 
head bowed and a look of 
apprehension on her face. 
We knew her well. The 17 
year old daughter of one of 
the German accountants in 
the company, she had been 
a wild and unruly child and 
it was only now — largely 
through the support her 
father received from the 
club — that she was being 
slowly tamed. The 
costumes for the girls had 
been devised by Hans and 
it got a gasp of approval 
from us al — high 
heeled shoes, black seamed 
stockings gartered at the 
top of each thigh and a 
black velour mini-dress 
which covered her bottom 
with only an inch or two to 
spare. 

When she reached the 
centre of the stage Hans 
started the clock. Phil first 
ordered her to do a slow 
turn, presumably so that he 
could examine her and 
prepare his strategy. The 
dress was completely back- 
less held up by a halter 
fastening at the neck and 
there were silver buttons 
from waist to hem at either 
side. Her firm breasts were 
only just covered by the 
‘bib’ of the dress and, to 
complete the picture, her 


golden hair was held in two 
bunches by black velvet 
ribbons. Phil pulled the 
chair to the centre of the 
stage and, sitting on it, 
ordered the girl to lie across 
his knees. He then slowly 
raised her skirt to reveal a 
pair of white cotton pants 
which clung to every 
contour of her slim bottom. 
"Take her knickers down!’ 
someone shouted but Phil 
only smiled. He knew that 
he would get marks for the 
timing of his presentation 
and he certainly wasn't 
going to reveal her charms 
within the first minute. 
Holding her down with one 
hand firmly in the small of 
her back he began to apply 
heavy slaps to the seat of 
her knickers covering the 
whole area from stocking- 
tops to waist. The rules 
allowed him up to 50 
spanks and he delivered the 
full quota while she 
squirmed delightfully. It 
was tantalising to imagine 
the crimson buttocks 
hidden from view beneath 
her knickers. 


Eyes with Tears 


When she stood up at 
last her eyes were wet with 
tears. Phil next picked up 
the tawse and, to our 
surprise, ordered Eva to lie 
on her back on the stage 
with her feet pointing 
towards us. She did this 
reluctantly, tugging the 
hem of her dress down and 
pressing her legs together 
to avoid us seeing too 
much. She was ordered to 
put her hands behind her 
head and then, kneeling 
beside her, Phil removed 
her high-heels and slowly 
pulled each of her stockings 
down and off leaving her 
long shapely legs bare. Still 
kneeling, he then brought 
the tawse down hard across 
the front of her thighs, 
exactly in the centre. Taken 
by surprise, Eva let out a 
scream but in seconds 
another stroke hit her, 
exactly the width of the 
tawse higher. She was 
given ten strokes in all 
which covered her thighs 
with scarlet, = perfectly 
spaced weals. Gripping her 
ankles Phil then raised her 
legs straight up until they 


pointed to the ceiling. Once 
again we had a delightful 
view of the seat of her 
knickers. Holding her 
ankles steady with one 
hand he again applied the 
tawse, another ten strokes, 
this time to the backs of her 
thighs and leaving an 
identical pattern. Because 
of the length of the tawse, 
in this position its tails 
curled right around her legs 
and punished further the 
fronts of her thighs. The 
stiff leather left the girl 
crying aloud now but before 
she was allowed to stand 
Phil slowly parted her 
ankles, still held up above 
her, until they were spread 
wide apart and the gusset 
of her knickers which she 
had tried so hard to conceal 
on first Iying down on the 
stage was now fully 
revealed. Phil knew that 
such humiliation, albeit 
subtle, would get him extra 
marks. 


Dress off next 


We knew that her dress 
must surely come off next 
but could not have 
anticipated the finesse with 
which Phil would 
accomplish this. Eva was 
made to stand right at the 
front of the stage, facing 
us, and raised her arms 
high above her head. He 
then knelt beside her and, 
putting his hands up under 
her skirt, pulled her 
knickers down from under 
it. She winced as the elastic 
passed over her sore thighs 
but they were soon at her 
ankles and off. He then 
began to undo the buttons 
at each side of the dress 
until, as he unfastened the 
uppermost buttons at her 
waist the back half of the 
dress came away 
completely and she was 
now only protected from 


our gaze by its front 
hanging loosely down from 
the halter neck. Eva 


begged him not to ‘expose’ 
her but with a tantalizing 
slowness he reached 
behind her neck and undid 
the last support for the 
remnants of her dress. 
Immediately it dropped to 
her feet and, teased once 
again, we saw that she was 
not entirely naked as we 
had expected her to be but 


wearing a tiny white 
g-string, her pubic mound 
only just covered by a lacy 
triangle. With her hands 
still held up over her head 
Phil made her do a few slow 
turns. We could now see 
the beauty of her young 
body and, for the first time, 
admired the heavy red 
colour on her bottom left by 
the spanking. The g-string 
left her bottom entirely 
bare, a single strand of 
white elastic running down 
between her buttocks. Her 
breasts were as firm and 
well-developed as we had 
imagined them to be and 
were pushed out 
prominently by the position 
of her raised arms. 


Humiliation 


Phil had now used half 
the time available to him 
and realised that it was 
time to move on to the 
humiliation stage. This 
consisted of five minutes 
rigorous PT including 
running on the spot, 
shoulder stands/bicycling 
and press-ups. By the time 
Eva got to the press-ups 
she was exhausted and 
glistening in sweat but Phil 
doubled her agony by 
applying the remaining 20 
strokes of the tawse hard 
and even across her bottom 
— one stroke each time she 
managed to raise her body 
from the floor. As she only 
managed 12 press ups the 
last eight strokes lashed 
down as she lay panting for 
breath despite her pleas for 
mercy. The thick leather of 
the new tawse left a livid 
pattern of weals across her 
bottom, still very sore after 
the spanking. There was 
now not an inch of white 
skin to be seen from knee to 
waist. 

We wondered if he had 
forgotten the cane but, PT 
over, he ordered Eva to 
walk over to the table and 
collect the long varnished 
rod with which he would 
continue her punishment. 
Soon she was bent across 
the back of the chair on tip- 
toe and her bottom high in 
the air. He pushed her feet 
a few feet apart and we 
could now see that the 
g-string only just covered 
her most intimate parts, a 
thin strip of lace running 


51 


between her legs. Her bare 
breasts hung down very 
appealingly and her 
knuckles were white as she 
gripped the legs of the 
chair. He raised the cane 
and brought it down with a 
crack like a rifle across the 
tender join of buttock and 
thigh. Her yell rang out but 
immediately the second 
stroke fell, exactly parallel 
and one inch higher. He 
went up and down the 
writhing girl’s bottom with 
great accuracy until it 
sported 20 raised ridged 
weals, covering the 
markings left by the tawse 
with no overlap. He had 
another ten strokes of the 
cane to use but, 
presumably saving her 
bottom for the final agony 
of the birch, he placed the 
chair at the very front of the 
stage and positioned Eva 
about three feet from it 
facing its back. He then 
made her raise her left leg 
straight in front of her until 
her ankle rested on the 
back of the chair, about 
three feet from the ground. 
She kept her balance with 
difficulty in this humiliating 
posture, tears running 
down her face. He then 
applied five strokes to the 
front of her left thigh to be 
followed by five to the front 
of her right thigh after she 
had reversed her position. 
The strokes were evenly 
spaced and we applauded 
as, when she stood facing 
us with her legs together, 
the weals on each leg 
matched exactly. 


The Birch 


More humiliation now 
as he forced Eva to walk up 
and down the stage 
showing off to us every 
aspect of her punishment. 
The deep wealed crimson of 
her bottom and thighs 
stood out in marked 
contrast to the white of the 
rest of her body. She was 
still sweating heavily after 
her PT and the pain of her 
flogging and tears 
smudged her mascara 
dripping down onto her 
breasts. While she was 


parading before us Phil 
picked up the birch. When 
Eva saw this she ran from 
the stage only to be caught 
by two of the members and 


52 


dragged back again. They 
soon had her held down 
over the back of the chair, 
this time with its seat 
between her legs to keep 
them wide apart. Hans 
announced that, owing to 
girl’s disobedience, Phil 
could give her ten strokes 
rather than the six 
down in the rules for the 
contest. The thought of 
what was to come brought 
loud screams of protest 
from the wriggling girl, still 
held down tightly by two 
members. Phil pushed his 
fingers into the waistband 
of her g-string and pulled it 
down to her knees, 
stretched taut between 
them. At last she was fully 
exposed and her 
humiliation complete. 


Sobbing 


It soon became 
apparent that her birching 
would be severe. Each hard 
stroke from the 12 long 
straight rods covered an 
area six inches across and 
drew ear-piercing screams 
from the sobbing girl. Phil 
worked methodically with a 
ten second pause between 
strokes up and down her 
bottom, not forgetting a 
couple for her thighs. She 
was shown no mercy at all, 


and the last stroke 
coincided exactly with the 
‘time-up’ buzzer. After 


allowing her to pull her 
g-string up again she was 
taken down from the stage 
and stood in the midst of 
the members who 
examined her in detail, 
awarding their marks and 
searching, in vain, for an 
unblemished inch of skin on 
bottom or thigh. Eva’s 
father then told us that he 
was delighted with her 
punishment and was 
confident that it would put 
an end to the girl's 
misbehaviour which had 
included shoplifting, drug 
taking and general 
insolence to parents and 
teachers. 

Although the other two 
competitors were also very 
good, with one or two tricks 
we hadn't seen before, 
neither of them equalled 
Phil’s panache in 
combining undressing, 
humiliation and a slow, 
well-timed beating. He was 


laid, 


awarded the following 
marks (I still have my score 
card!): 

Spanking, 50 slaps 8/10 
Tawse, 40 strokes 9/10 
Cane, 30 strokes 9/10 
Birch, 10 strokes 9/10 
Humiliation, 10/10 

Total marks — 45/50 

Phil was presented with his 


prize — a heavy leather 
tawse with the words 
‘Champion Chastiser’ 


embossed on it in gold. 

The next contest is to be 
held in July this year and if 
| get there | may enter 
myself. Have any of your 
readers come across similar 
contests in the UK? 

All the very best wishes, 
P. D. M. 


LIKE-MINDED 
FRIENDS 


Dear Blushes, 

| should like to tell your 
readers of a club which my 
wife and | have formed with 
a group of like-minded 
friends. We meet once a 
month in order to discuss 
and practice the corporal 
punishment of our girls. All 
the members of the club 
have daughters and it has 
been agreed among us that 
any offences committed by 
the girls during the month 
will be recorded 
scrupulously so that 
punishment can be given at 
the club meeting in front of 
all the other members and 
their daughters. Naturally, 
the club is selective in 
choosing members and at 
present we have six couples 
with, between them, eleven 
girls in their late teens. Our 
club rules are as follows. 
(i) All punishments must be 
given before all the 
members. Members’ 
daughters will usually be 
present to witness the 
punishment of other girls 
both to increase humiliation 
and to set an example. 
(ii) To guard against 
leniency parents never 
punish their own daughters 
but rather this is done on a 
rota basis by other parents 
present. 


Strip to Knickers 


(iii) At the beginning of 
each session all the girls 
present, whether they are 


to receive punishment or 
not must strip down to just 
their knickers and stand to 
attention. 

(iv) After hearing each 
girl’s offences from her 
parents, the assembly 
decides: 

— the implement of 
chastisement to be used 
(birch, cane etc) 

— the number and severity 
of the strokes 

— on which part of the 
girl's body the punishment 
is to be given 

— whether she is to retain 
her knickers during the 
punishment 

— her posture during 
punishment 

— whether a  supple- 
mentary or alternative form 
of punishment (other than a 
beating) should be given 
e.g. humiliation, PT 
exercises or one of the 


special punishments 
described later in this 
letter. | 


(v) Girls may not be bound 
during punishment but 
must obediently adopt and 
maintain the posture 
ordered. Any girl who 
cannot do this will be held 
down forcibly and receive 
an additional six strokes for 
disobedience. 

(vi) All punishments are to 
be recorded and a full file 
kept on each girl and her 
improvement. 

(vii) The identity of all 
members and their 
daughters are to be kept 
strictly confidential at all 
times. 


Our last meeting 


Perhaps it would give 
your readers a better idea 
of our activities if | describe 
our last meeting. We met at 
the large detached house of 
our chairman, a local 
solicitor, and immediately 
on arrival we, the parents, 
went into the lounge for 
sherry while our daughters 
went upstairs to the 
bedrooms to undress. After 
ten minutes or so we went 
down into the large cellar of 
the house which has been 
converted especially into a 
punishment room for our 
use. It has a cold, stark 
atmosphere, lit by a 
number of bright spot- 
lights. Along one wall is a 
rack containing what is by 


now an impressive 
collection of canes, tawses, 
birches etc, all of which get 
regular use. In the centre of 
the cellar stands a solid 
table which has been cov- 
ered in heavy duty coconut 
matting with very sharp 
bristles. There is also a 
padded punishment bench 
about 3’ high and 6’ long. 
While the members seat 
themselves in comfortable 
armchairs along one wall 
facing their parents and, at 
the chairman’s command, 
cross their arms behind 
their backs so pushing out 


their firm breasts — a 
humiliation which is an 
important part of our 


technique. One at a time 
they step forward to receive 
their punishment and I will 
now describe (briefly) what 
happened to each öf the 
seven girls punished that 
night. 

Karen [17 YEARS] 
Offence: Cheek to parents, 
poor work at school. 

Made to perform 20 
deep knee squats and then 
ordered to touch toes for six 
hard strokes of the cane 
across the seat of her 
knickers. Three strokes of 
the heavy tawse on each 
hand. 


Knickers pulled off 


Julie [16 years] 
Offence: Theft from super- 
market, bullying. 

Made to lie on her back 
on top of the table. 
Knickers pulled off and 
legs parted wide. Ordered 
to remain in this exposed 
position for two minutes 
(very uncomfortable on the 
sharp bristles of the 
matting). Given ten strokes 
with a heavy tawse across 
the front of her thighs then 
turned over (legs still apart) 
for ten strokes on the backs 
of her thighs. Pillow 
pushed under hips to raise 
bottom and given twelve 
hard strokes of the birch on 
her bottom. Julie had to be 
restrained during the 
birching and so received 18 
strokes in all. 

Sandra [16 years] 
Offence: Lying to parents 
and teachers. 

Three strokes with 
medium cane across each 
hand. Two minutes of 
running on the spot. Eight 
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strokes with plimsoll across 
seat of knickers. 
Maggie [17 years] 
Offence: Smoking. 

Full ten minutes of hard 
PT including  press-ups, 
knee squats, running on the 
spot and sit-ups. Made to 
lie across bench and 
knickers removed for 20 
strokes of the birch across 


bottom and thighs. As 
Maggie had to be 
restrained during the 


birching she was ordered to 
lie on her back on the table 
and then received six 
strokes on the front of her 
legs with the cane. Need- 
less to say, her punishment 
was increased by the 
pressure of the sharp 
bristles of the table top mat 
on her birched bottom. 
Susan [16 years] 

Offence: Topless sun- 
bathing with boyfriend, 
laziness in the house. 

Made to stand to 
attention, hands held high 
above head — knickers not 
removed but pulled as tight 
as possible up into the 
crack of her bottom. She 
was then ordered to touch 
her toes for six medium 
hard strokes with the 
martinet on her practically 
bare bottom. This was 
followed with an hour’s 
housework (menial 
cleaning tasks) for our host. 


Sexual Offences 


Janice [17 years] 

Offence: Flirting with boys, 
caught in bed with boy- 
friend, drunkeness. 

After much deliberation 
it was decided that, as 
Janice’s offences were 
primarily sexual, 
humiliation was essential to 
instill a sense of shame. 
She was told to stand on 
the table and remove her 
knickers and then to adopt 
a deep knee squat posture. 
She was made to remain in 
this position for ten 
minutes during which time 
all the members present 
examined her closely. To 
increase her feeling of 
childishness and shame my 
wife was then elected to 
shave her private parts 
and, the necessary equip- 
ment being procured from 
upstairs, this was done 
slowly and very method- 
ically. She was then 


ordered to lie across the 
knee of each member in 
turn to receive 6 hard 
smacks on the bottom from 
each. She will receive also 
10 strokes of the birch at 
our next meeting and must 
remain shaved for six 
months, wearing only a 
tennis skirt (no knickers) at 
home. 

At the end of the 
session the girls knelt in 
line and thanked us for 
administering their punish- 
ments before they returned 
upstairs to dress. As more 
sherry was poured we then 
wrote up in detail the 
proceedings of the meeting 
and examined the Polaroid 
snaps taken of each girl. 
This was followed by 
discussion of new methods 
of punishment. 

A major problem 
affecting us at present is a 
suitable punishment for 
sexual offences. The 
humiliation which Janice 
was made to suffer worried 
us greatly afterwards as it 
could easily excite a girl — 
the very opposite of what 
was intended. We have 
now heard of a method 
much used in the States 
which, we believe, will 
ensure complete 
repentance from the most 
brazen girl. The apparatus 
comprises a wedge shaped 
piece of wood which is 
bolted to the top of a 
conventional saw horse 
whose legs can be adjusted 
in height. The angle of the 


wedges varies from 807 — . 


309 The girl to be punished 
is made to remove her 
knickers and sit astride the 
horse so that the sharp 
edge of the wedge presses 
between her legs. The 
horse is then raised so that 
her toes just touch the 
ground. She is forced to 
remain like this for a period 
decided by the members. 


Punishment Outfit 


There are many 
surprises in store for the 
girls in the next few 
months. For the next 
meeting they will have to 
wear a specially designed 
punishment outfit (see 
drawing appended) which 
gives us far more scope for 
stripping the girls to 


various degrees as part of 
their humiliation. Our very 
generous host intends to 
put a nine foot fence around 
a secluded part of his 
garden and build an 
elaborate obstacle course 
within it so that the girls 
can be put through the 


most rigorous circuit 
training/PT in the open air. 
This will usually be 


reserved for days on which 
there is an extreme of 
temperature. At Christmas 
there will be a special 
meeting on Boxing Day at 
which the girls will cook 
and serve their parents and 
invited guests an elaborate 


meal — dressed in their 
punishment outfits, of 
course. This will be 


followed by a prolonged 
punishment session at 
which each girl will be 
punished on the basis of 
their total misdemeanours 
over the year (God help 
Janice!). | have enclosed 
with this letter an example 
of our Punishment Record 
Card (Janice’s) to show 
how well documented our 
activities are and the page 
from our Punishment 
Instrument File which 
describes the horse in 
detail. 

J.N.S. [Wilmslow] 


THE SUPPLEMENT £5 


uSap 1 juawajddnS sul 


Caretaker's Daughter 
spanked. Teenagers 
need discipline. 
Spanked at home. 


XIS juawaddns SUL 


Bedroom spanking, 
schoolroom caning, 
Spanking ‘Alfresco’ 


anı 4 juawajdans UL 


A fresh air spanking, 
Bathtime humiliation, 
Bedroom caning. 


BLUSHES £6 


uo | seysnid 


Civil liberties! 

Head's secretary loses 
her knickers. 

More Reich Girls. 


auın seysnıg 


More schoolgirls! 
More canings! 
More spankings! 
More of everything! 


14513 seusnig 


Gym lesson caning, 
Reich Girl. Bedtime 
Punishments and 
girls in detention. 


uanas seusnig 


The Guardians’ Club, 
canes and piano 
lessons. Bedtime 
caning and lots more. 
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PLE 


Classroom strapping. 
Headmistress weilds 
her cane. 

Sixth form spanking. 


TH 


ua | 1ueujejddng UL 


Institutional 
punishment. Knickers 
down in the office. 
School play caning. 


euiN juewajddns SUL 


Prefect’s punishment. 
Spanking in the 
Orchard. Knickers 
down for the boss. 


14513 juaws¡ddns 241 


Spanked in pyjamas, 
Discipline 10 years 
hence. Librarian's 
punishment. 


uanag juawea|ddngs BUL 
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xis SID WOHUN 


Nurses, schoolgirls, a 
traffic warden and the 
school sports captain 
punished. 


9^1 SLID WOUN 


Convent discipline. 
Two nurses, twelve 
strokes. Majorette 
sticks it out. 


104 SID WOJIUN 


Girl guide's Alfresco 
spanking. The new 
maid. A punishment 
room caning. 


Never a bottom left 
unblushed as knickers 
come down in the gym. 
study and bearooms 


E usan || seusnig 


Student Librarian 
prought to book. Girls, 
Headmistress and 

Mr Martin. 


anjam, saysn|g 


Stable girl's spanking, 
caned in the Saddle, 
Schoolroom spanking 
and caning. 


uana|3 89 


en. 


SS 
ctually spanked. 
yjama punishment. 
sacher's turn. 


Spanking 


On probation 
Parental la 


The Crammer- 
Sent to Bed 


initiation. 


usayınod yuawajddnS sul 
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mentation. 


uane|Å juawejddns JUL 


WHISPERS £5 


Bent bumper, 
smacked bum! An 
older woman and a 
teenager s bottom. 


Hard Times. 
Hard Lines. 
Hard Chimes. 


Maid to measure. 
Caned in the 'Inner 
Circle'. Fund Raising 
Activities. 


jn04 SJ8dstuAN 


2014) S49dSIuAV 


Navy girl's spanking, 


Maid's punishment. 
Cheerleaders's cries. 


Classroom Seven. 


Convent Novice in 
trouble. Maid's 
punishment. Sport's 
and shorts. 


Scottish lass in 
trouble with music 
teacher. Ballet 
students’ lessons. 
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14013 SID uo uN 
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BLUSHES £6 


ee dh 


Schoolgir! spanked. 
Public caning by 
headmistress. 


usa14013 saysnıd 


Servants’ punish- 
ments. Boarding 
school caning. Au 
pair's spanking. 


uaaıxıg seusnia 


Reluctant schoolgirl 
exhibitionist. 

Sent upstairs! 
Bedroom caning. 


uaayı seusnig 


The cane and the 
teenage bum. School 
boiler room caning- 


Seduced!! 


MUamL seusnia 


9uo- 


Punishment room 
humiliation. Youthful 
schoolmistress 
thrashed. 


BLUSHES £6 


Girls's Training 
Scheme. Bedtime 
spanking. Captured 
and spanked! 


Humiliation and caned 
bottoms at school. 


Waiting and getting it. 


Blushes Nineteen. 


usay1noy seusnig 


The spanked secretary. 


usajuanes saysnıd 


